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of an elevated ſaut; did ſoed 
fluence , and darted onme a large]s of glory 
anſwerable #0.your ſtockf Beams, Han- 


with-apreſence ſoilluſtrions. 
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mightier in 


nibal himſelf hoſe -bardre, [pigitynever 
bowd but totherfatr > Reddit : 


nay, he who in ſpite of beauties charms, 


. durſt gaze upon that ſun with Eagle-eyes, 


and tax her with a blemiſh , now making, 
bis approaches to your Grace , ſeems awed 
withthe ſoarce of ſo many rayes, and dax1d 

Oe ſect wich 
new-bleedings, cyes more" attrattive thax 


thoſe of Roſalinda , ſomthing more delicate 
in your ſhape , and bofty m.your meen :;\ an 


Air ſo charming ſweet, that tis miraculous 
it ſhoud be Majeſtick, too : Smiles of 
more delightful Shinethan April ſuns, ſuch 


foftneſſes and langaiſhings , as the almigh- 


ty Poets hand cannot defcribe , nor Þ ain- 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Tom reſolv'd tolook up to you daily , and ae- 
dicate my Life and Labours toyour Grace 


to ſpend all the ara of my Jet unexhanſt- 

ed fancy in your AN ame. For I 
declare tobe breath din Lawref from head” 
to foot , is not comparable honour to that of 


being Madam. 
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| | "PEE 
Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bemilexr. Guards and Atte idants. 
Ham. ueſt with Laurels has our arms adom'd, Fe 
CO Rome in Tears of blood our anger mound, 
Like Gods we paſt the rugged A/pire hills » 
rant wa fur. gen wheels > ; -. 
T h Cloudy deluges, eterna 490 KEARY £3 
Whar after opes ſhall with paig.bateve: 111, 4 27 3p 11 a os 
Through burning Quarries did our e cleave... qey' 
Hurl d dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd, I = 
Whoſe horrid forcethe Nerves of Flines/unloos'&,,, -. _ , 
Made Nature ſtarurolce patony W:9rF, NIV 2wiln _—_ A : 
And open all her Adamantine __ | OO 
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Shake off her maſly Barrs, 


or'e mountains go 
Through Globes of lee, 2 
On a Bhat while we 


-—M ($I. 
On Petr | 
Far, A &. 


And all the ſtock of health which \ ro Nature 
Meh. But what return has that City made? 

Admir'd by foes you were by betray'd. 

While you abroad fam'd Battles bravely fought. 


The Trai ſc 
ST nl 


No ſucconms we 
For ſtill ro Kome Luba he was ſent 

That did the Carthaeginians fircngth declare 

Which way they paſt, and what their numbers were. 


oe Bobo) > teu rye ea pes death was wrought, 


with Nero fe 
Too Too wel that Barb'rous ates-man Hanes | knew 
If Gallant As-drabal ſhould j i. with you. 
The Romans contnotenrerante have, 
No Power on Earth cou'd their Empuc ave. 
With wicked policy he thereforetry'd | 
your two all qu = armies to divide. 
How fatally did his Plots ſucced ? 
When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed. 
$ ſhou'd watch while they employ 


——_— build, cbery arid deſtroy, 


Nor has his (cpa Chiefs been known 
Only an La batogihe Ocemnthown 
Where divided by clofe practiſed Arts 


a Womens Eyes and Souldiers Hearts, 
Now all the Feindsthofe drag to Hel}, 


Whofor Revenge or Gold; their Country ſell. 
Han. How wou 'dthe Slaves have quak'd had they bur ſeen 
The flights of Trebia or Thrafſimen? 
Or Dreadful Canne? 
Where the dire Sifters bit the Rowen Looms 
As if their hands were tyr'd with cutting dooms. 
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Bow. Where ROGER, Poo air 


The blood of ſeventy thotfind Sorfdicrs 
And great Emilizs death our 

Han. When all with ertmfon os cove whe; hw 
We urg'd 6ur Horſes th @_ ©. wma 
Whilſt the battlements - oy Tp an 
Each God look'd down, and ſhook hi flicdd, \akagr+ 


Mourning to ſee {6 man 
And then look'd pate, ©2 eons look ſod 
Mah. Dos > ain 
When victory on Hills of Heroes Jae, 
And turn'd her e 5 ones off rhe 


And laugh ond clipy'4 tied wig, mdb Me ay, 
Ham. os Yr we thns art taft rewarded then ? 


Dare they geview our dangers with diſdain ? 
Dull Counſellors, who only talk ofhatm;, | 
- Sleep rill high Noon, to coltly Banquets ſwarm; ht 
And with rich Wines drink their irics warn. 

Inſtead of hghting, $c/pip,, let us Kate 
Ser fire to Cart ae, lay her glories waſte ; 
Melt all their hoarded Treafares' down, and pour 
Into their thirſty Throats the ſcalding o':e. 

Bow. Go of great Sir, their ruſty Coffets burn, 
Their Towring pride to deſolarion nitn. '' * 

Mah. How 1 ſhou'd laugt ro (ee their Ermins ſmoak, 
May ſulph'rous flames rheir gorged vitals choak. | 

Han. Maherbal ſtay, though Carthage w'd me" W, PT Eh , 
Spighe of my wrongs, "ſhe 4s viy Country fil _ tl I 
My Father the great Maſter of bur Arms, ou” REI 

while he gave me life heard loud ng ). 
wore me Kome's foc ,, when in my ages bud, . 
Wean'dane from milk. addmursd up iblove, [ 
taught me to be obſtinatg] y good: L Uh 
Rome, the Worlds Gyant Pmapes, ro invade; FAY 
9 ik A 
ly 


Till her bijght fam ſhould thrink inte a ſhade, 
And all her cu Spiresm duſt were lard: , Jt 364) 

Bom. Carthgie, and Remy, which did long divide. ' 26itT 
TRCUUUITE World: wy prvſeckei eons] | 1 rn Þ0 
Will 


As each might take up all the care of Heaven. 
Mah, Belides the natural hate to Roxre you bear , 

With Scipio, loye obhges you to War, 

Since Roſalind 13/a Pris'ner there. 

Heavens ! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in bands ? 

Beauty like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands. 
Han. O my, Maherbal, thou wert alwayes kind, 

Sce'ſt all my good , but to myills art blind: 

Had I by thy advice my $ouldiers led, 

Hot with their Joyes , and ſtriding o're the dead, 

To Rome, to Rome, my Warriour wow put 'tis loſt. 

That hour, that did (6 many laſt hours colt, C 

The Gods and opportunity nde poſt ; 

Melting at Caps I'm pleaſures lay , 

And for a Miſkrif gave the World away, 
Mah. Grudge you the World? cou'd I ſuch hearts ſubdue , 

Were I great Jove himſelf I'd give Heaven too. 

But I am rough, and not for Women made, 

In Natures courſeſt mold by. Fortune laid. 
Han. Haſt to the Reman Camp, Bomilcar fly , 


Take Scouts along , unſeen as Spirits pry , 

And learn the poſture of the Enemy : 

Learn if thy knowledge may ſo happy be, 

Where Roſalinda mourns for Liberty,z  ' 

Seek her as thou woud'ſt wreaths for glories toil, | 
As after Conqueſtthou waud it ſeek tor; (poil, .. 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers a pleaſant Grotto, 
King Maſlinifla, Maſſina, und Menander ſrtting up+ 
on a Bank: Soft Mfrck 0 tle rabies 
K. Meſ. Since Love, the brigheſt Jewel of a Crown, 

err one. —_— Renown 

ſweet hopes do's our harih beguil 


Since 
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Since this great Trophics loſt, quite loſkto me," 

What wretched things muſt fame; and Empire be 2 
Mew. Yet once your Soul was of another ſtrain , 

And ſtill you talk'd how God-like 'twas toReignz 

In myſtick Empire to be plac'd alone, 

And your cheeks burn'd when you beheld a Throne , 

Ev'n in your Nonage, haughty were, and bold ; 

And ſmiling wou'd your Fathers Scepter hold , 

And talk'd when young, how you wou'd rule when old. 
K. Maſ. Ambition then ] lov'd, but now abbor. 
Maf. What is ambirion, Sir ? 

K. Maſ. The luſt of Power, | 
Like glory Boy, it licenſes to kill , 
A ſtrong temptation, to do brayely ill z | 
Abait to draw the bold, and backwardin, 

The dear on recompence of higheſt fin: 

For when to death we make the uer'd yield, 

What are we, but the Murd'rers of the Ficld? 

Mwy:. In gallant fouls Ambition 1s no more , 

The Bawd of Empire, or the luſt of Pow'r, 

Then lawful Mirth is lewdneſ in a Bride , 

Or neatneſs in a Veſtal Virgin Pride. 

K. Maſ. Then be it fo, yet I willoutno more, 
Since Love has wrack'd me on the long'd for ſhore ; 
Not, but I had a Soul cou'd ſtorms outwear, 

Durſt againſt Rocks, or ayer Quick-lands ſteer : 

For Love, it Yerws had like Jano bid: , 

[ durſt as much as ere Alcydes did : 

But I am loſt; nothing Maſſtze now , 

. With Love's cach blatt, 1 like a Bull-ruſh bow : 

Am I not alter'd, much of late? 

Maſſ. Alas! jv: | 
You look like wither'd Flowers, or Mountain graſs. - 

K. Maj. O Sophonisba, gs 1 «d es 1 

Maff. Why fighs my Lord? 

Speak, for I willre you with my Sword, 
hat cruel Vulture's this, that tears your breaſt 

Like feſter'd wounds, it takes away your reſt ? * 


You 
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6 


That bends your 
K. Maſ” My ſorrows load alafs! thou canſt not bear. 
Maſſ. Think you my Soul is capable of fear ; 

What 1s it, for yourTake, I cou'd not bear. 

. K. Maſ. Maſſine, thou art all that f wou'd have; 

There's nothing after thee , bur a low grave : 

Obdurate ſtubborn heart, (till wile thou hold ? 

Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhak (ee me cold, 

Grown by my Deatha longer line of woe , 

Pale as wrong 'd Lovers Ghoſts, that ſighs below ; 

Then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate. 

Maff. What horrid things are theſe, which you rekate ? 
K. Maſ: Thee from thy Childhood I have train'd with care, 

I'th' painful Diſcipline of tedious War : 

In Mountains bred thee, and en barren ſands , | 

And led the near the Moon, through high parch'd Lands 

Show'd thee to chace wild Boreswpon the heath, | 

And taught thy Infant hands the Trade of death, 

When I by Boccar hotly was purſu'd, 

And forc'd to plunge into the rapid Flood, 

Thou leap'ſt in after me, 

Maſſ. 1 did, my Lord : 

But you forget the whirl-pool in the ford , 

Where when I ſtruggl'd, and my ſtrength grew ſlack, 

You daſh'd my Fate, and bore me on your back ; 

Sothrough the Helleſpont Exropa rod , 

Half dead with fear, though mounted on a God. 

K, Maſ. But my _— there's one danger more, 

More dreadful then all thoſe we paſt before. 

Vile Women. : 

Maſſ. Women, Sir, I oft have (cen, % 


—_—_ Timbrels on the flowry Green , 
Or like Clouds upon the Mountains brow 
But never thought they thunder bore wltnow. 
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I know they are all black, baye towling eyts , "* 
Thick lips, flatzroſes, breaſts of might = 

K. Maj. Thou never yeein ſhining Courts haſt been, 

Nor the fair part of Woman kind halt (een, | 
Whocloſe in Africk Palaces relide , 
And from the wijurious Sun theig faces hide 5 
To whom compar'd theſe feern all hideous night , 
But thoſe like Cinthie's Silver Creſcent, bright. 
Maſſ. Is it a into be inted, Sir , 
With thoſe white Maids, that are ſo fine, and fair ? 

K. Maſ. Shun'em AMaſſina, as thou wou'dl(t thy Fate, 

As things which by Antipathy we hate : 
ED Inn —_ y War, 

Not L | id fury bear ; 

Thoſe appear Monſters bur thels ſcem all mild; 
None ever TS bur (till - _ 
They are , When they apþearall joy; 
Like Lightning, while they glitter they Y- 
Lye down ſweet youth, a fair white Woman was 
Of what thou ſceſtme now, the cruel cauſe; 
Though clear her form-appear'd, without one ſtain, 
Bright as thoſe Bodies which o're darknels reign , 
Her Soul is blacker then the skin of Agvores 5 

For fraud with Beauty do's his Lodging take. 

Maſ Then Beauries breaſt is like a bank of Flowers, 
That fairly hides a foul, and ugly Snake. | 

K. oa There not one ſafe, and far ——all Seas of (in , 
Shou'd(ſt thou be us'd alas ! as have bin, | 
'Twou'd make thee gray, hear not my Story told, 

Maff. Will Women, if they uſe me, make me old ? 

K. Maf. I had a Miſtrifs once , wh Tote 
For her I fought, and did her cauſe maniain contin i 
Againſt the World upon the liſted Plain : 

The Gods oo ag gent oblidg| ber X 

And bluſhing joy, 'd my mi toiles : 

And when to i ber hand 1 bended tow, | 

She made it meet my lips, and preſt 'emtoo, 1 114 
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All this in Publick; bur from fight remov'd, 
Fierce were our Joyes, and with a looſe weloy'd: 
_ You may remember, Sir, that I was by, 
Call'd as a witneſs to the ſecrerttye : 
Thrice we invok'd the God of Marriage there, 
With rich Sabzan ſcents, perfum'd the Air + 
And utter'd ſacred vows, and binding prayer; - 
K. Maſ. When you were , | 
And none bur I left with that charming Maid, 
What furious fires did my hot Nerves invade : 
With operrarms upon my Bliſs I ran, 
With pangs I graſp'd herlike adying mans 
Like hght and heat, corporate we lay , 
We bleſt the night, and curſt the coming day. 
Maſſ. Now as I love bright Arms, the Story's fine; 
Tell it allnight, my Lord, the Stars will ſhine. >. 
K. AM. Soon as the Birds did on the morning tall, ''- 
Her brighter eyes a ſhow'r of teavs ter fall. 
Which in my pantmg boſomrickl'd down z 
She preſt me cloſe, and cry'd muſt you be gone ? 
Then round my neck her fmowy arms did twine , 
'She ſigh'd ; but will you for ever be mine ? 
(Will you be true ? ——— and then our lips did join. 
Maſſ. Kind pretty heart. 
K. Maf. Het laſt words were , 
Hear me ye Gods, may” I be never'bleſt, 
If Maſferiſſa be not to this breaſt, 
The (weetelt, deareſt, everlafting Gueſt. 
Yet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deluding , ſhe 
Forgetting all her vows, ing me 5 
"While I for Carthage follow'd Wars alarms, 
Reſign'd her ſelf up to anothersarms. - 


Enter Lelius, and Varto. 
Lel. Atlength he's found: riſe Meſſeniſſe, rile, 


Shake off theſe Clouds' that hang about your eyes : 
Gloric's in view, and courts thera with her call , 
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New ſtorms of War like Hail around us fall, 
PV ar. Fury that ſarat home, on mathe Shiclds 
Now heaves'emr up, and ranges through the Fields ; 
With all her hundred whips of wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombeg. 
Lel. Syphax and Afarnbal their forces join 
With Armes the Mountains, and the Vallics ſhine : 
Ha ! what unwonted —_—— Soul enchains, 
[s your high blood congealed with your ves, 
That from the duſty Field you thus retire, 
And ſeck cool ſhades , when all the World's on fire ? 
Var. Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour, make their Robe 
Inſtead of Lures , ſhrill Trumpets charm the Globe 3 9. 
Yet you from this great Race of honour rum,” wars 


Wave falling Palms, and mg Laurels (hun : 
Why ſhou'd you Sopbewiehs's Job bemoen, 


When $8yphax, who enjoyes her, cries come on? 

K. Maſ: Ha ! that the baſe Uſhrper did bnt dare 
T' meet me alone, without his crowds of War. 

. If you dychere fo filently, you'l fall, 

As if Fate knew not _- Funeral ; 
And cens'ring Fame will ſay, when you are gone, 
His thred of hife was by a Woman ſpun. 
But, Yerro, we miſtake, this is not he, 
This is ſome poarer on Morality ; 
Some ſtudious Youth, who do'sthe Heav'ns ſurvey , 
And in dull ſcience fools his life away. 

K. Maſ. Awake ! where haſt thou been my drowſy Soul, 
In Lethe ſteep'd, pevo_ near the Pole? 
I feel her now, my benum'd limbs inſpire , 
My Spirits ſhoot, and darr, and mount up higher , 
Like ſparks that ſcatter from a kindling fire z | 
The ow CLEEEEn and dark , 
Blindly he aimes, and night is all his mark; 
Like y th Ile dart him through, and through, I will 
To cure my honour, I my Love will killz 
Kill het my (elf, cut piece-meal all her charms. 
War, how it ſounds away, to pan to Arms; _ 


_ 
_ 
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Let's go where the Illuſtrious Scipio calls, 
Te be the firſt (hall ſcale Carthage Walls: 
Wing'd with our Glory, my Friends, let's fly, 
To — bravely, or as bravely dye. 

Lel. Spokelike your (elf, thus we our hommage pay; 
So look'd Achilles when Troy loſt the day. 

Var. Fierce and majeſtick as young Afars you ſtand: 
"Tis fit that look, this Africk ſhould command. 

K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with expectation, burn 
My Soul to Battle , do's all fiery turn, 
Swift as the Gods, in haſt out ſtrip the wind, 
And leave the Courſes of the day behind. 


7 Yet ſtay, methinks-I am uneaſie till ; 
What real pleaſure can it be to kill ? 
Lel. Frail Prince! how wavering all his ations be , 
By pailions toſs d in Love's te Sea ? 


War hires the brave. 

K. Maſ. Yet War contratts a guilt , 
And the brave grieve when many lives are ſþilt : 
Love like a Monarch, merciful and young , 
Shedding no blood, efteminates the ſtrong. 
But War do's like a Tyrant vex us more, 
And breaks thoſe hearts, which Love djd melt before. 

| Excnunt. 


The end of the Firit ACT. 


ACT. 
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ACT: 1. 'Scen. 1, 


Enter Scipio, K. Maſiniſſa, Maſſuna, Menander, Lelins 
and Varro, 


8cip. He Scouts of Hammibal, havethey furvey'd 
The Camp ? 

Lel. Your will exaftly was obey'd. 

Scip. I hear my gallant Friend, and grieve to hear, 
That you the Chames of Sophonirhe wear ; 
Ir Glorie's School you had the foremoſt name , 
Skill'd m the dark milterrous Eook of Fame , 
Did thoſe worn Charatters with pleaſure read, 
Which told the Stories of the mighty dead : 
Bur by this act of ſoftneſs, you will drown 
Thoſe Noble parts, and forfeit your reno wn; 
Truant to all the Honour that you had , 
Drunk with love's tears, with ſmiles of Beauty mad. 

K. Maf. | ſtrove, Sir, by your great atehievments taught, 
To drive this Beauty trom my lab'ring thought ; 
But I as well to Heaven might carry Wars, 
And quench the influence of our croſler Stars; 
tike thoſe with fatal fires, ſhe gilds my way, 
And leads me on, that I may further ftray: 

Scip. Then I muſt angry grow, lince you are frail , 
And Corrolives apply where Cordials fail: 
To me prove civil, for your (elt be wiſe, 
You have my friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 

K. Meſ. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophonizba love ? 

Scip. Asſhe's the Foe of Rome, I diſapprove 
All Treatics with her, ſhake her off in time , 
Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 

K. Maſ. And wou'd you have me live ? 

Scip, When ſhe is dead: 

SS: * Why 
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Why ſhou'd you wiſh her life, that has betray'd 
Both you and Rome ? Syphex whom | had wrought, 
Her cunning Tongue to tide with Carthage vis. on 
By Heaven I ſwear, it ſhe my Captive be, . 
I! uſe her as the Romans Enemy. 
K. Maſ. You'd have me ſhake her off, and live ; I'de know, 
Whether this fleſh you wear you can tor 
And be the ſame ? Here through my boſom run 
Your ſword, and when the bloody deed is done , 
When your ſteel ſmoaks with my hearts recking Gore, 
Bid me be well as e're I was before. 
Scip. You are reſolv'd it ſeems tocroſs my will, 
But from a Friend Il] conſtrue nothing 111. 
K. Maſ. O then endure yct more, and let me ſpeak, 
Without ſome vent my lab'ring heart will break ; 
Tis as a Friend your life, your lite I ſpare, 
Not as you more then King Rome's Conlul are, 
The far fam'd Scipio, and God of Wars 
Can any Man that's brave, 
His Miſtriſs injuries with patience hear ? 
Let any other in your cauſe appear , 
And jaltify the words that you have ſaid , 
By the Immortal Powers 11] ſtrike him dead. 
Lel. My Lord. As the King moves forward, Lelius 
3 lays his hand on his ſword. 
Scip. Your gen'rous temper Leliay hold , 
He ſhall be hotter yet to be more cold , 
My vertue all the (ſtorms of Paſſion knows , 
Hastry'd its calms, its wondrous Ebbs and flows. 
Since a Requeſt ſo (mall you can deny , 
From greater proofs how wou'd your friendſhip fly ? 
K. Maſj. Try me, my Lord, but any other way, 
Heavens! with what readineſs would 1 obey ; 
While blood kind warmth does to theſe limbs afford, 
While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield aSword , 
You ſhall be ever Aaſſmifa's Lord : 
Go on, and wander the wide Occan o're, 
Go {ail to ſome unhoſpitable ſhore , | 
; Where 
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Where dreadful Monſters guard the horrid Land ; 
Though, down to Hell I fink = OE ——— 
I'll throw my body on the untry'd fand : 
Wou'd you have all the Carthagizians thin , 
Or ſee their Cities levell'd with the Plain, 
With cheerful toil the bufineſs ſhall be done , 
Give me but Sophonirhe for my Crown. 
8cip. To conquer Encmies abroad'sno more, 
Then every Tribune here has done beforee 
Search all the Army through, and find that one , 
Who if I bid, the ” fn of fire dares ſhun, c 
Or wiltnot from a precipice leap down : 
At my command Lelizs would you refuſe 
To dye? 
Lel. My Fate for Empire I'd not looſe , 
At thy command, Temples and Shrines ſhou'd blaze ; 
I'd ſpoil their Gods, their Statues, Altars raze, 
And with my fury mak'em dread thee more , 
Then I fear them when all their thunders roar. 
Scip. To Conquer Kingdoms, and on Scepters tread, 
Is but to imitate great Heroes dead : 
Shou'd you your Arms to the World's limits bear, 
The mghty AMexendey picrc'd as far : 
But if ungovern'd paſſion you can bind , 
And ”m th'inglorious ardour of your mind, 
Your Fame ſhall with that haughty victors vie, 
Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou'd dehie : 
If (till you are refolv'd her Charmes to truſt, 
The World may truly term you rath, unjuſt, j 
And when you periſh, ſay, he dy'd for luſt. 
K. Maf. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do not know ; 
But urge me not too far, for I may grow 
Beyond all limits , juſt purſue, 
And blinded by my rage let fly at you. 
Scip. Unhand him. By the Gods your worſt I dare, _ 
A ſingle arm Reme's Conſul cannot fear : 
I ſhine above thee like a Star fix'd higher , 


Whom though you cannot reach, you may admire,z 
K. Maſe 
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K. Maſ. Eike Aeteors rather you falſe glory take , 
Whoſe ſhort liv'd blaze, low Earthy vapours make : 
Yet ſince with fancyed fires you fill the Skie, 

Shall not one Prinoe at your dread aſpect dye. 

Scip. How have Ierr'd? your Tryall'satan end, 
Heaven! That Iec're ſhould call this wan my Friend ; 
How cou'd my Soul ſo grolly be o'reſcen; 

From all mankind wert thou ſelefted then ? 
O moſt ungrate ! ill tempered barb'rous King, 
No good didever from this Africk ſpring. 
Did 1 for this each Remax friendihip ſhun, 
And tothoſe ſavage Arms for refuge run ? 
\ When with the weighty cares of War oppreſt, 
Lean'd all my troubles on that ſullen breaſt ; 
Took no Petition, granted no Command, 
But what was giv'n by Aeſſoniſſa's hand. 
What Triumph did Iever yet delign, 
Wherein your glory might not equal ſhine ? 
Yet for a Woman, and a talſe one too, 
Your Fame, your Faith and Friendſhip you forego. 
Still let the great of Favonrites beware, 
They moſt deceive-us, who molt truſted are: 
[ The Conſul tarns away. 

K. Maſ. Stay Conſul, ſtay my Friend, my noble Lord ; 

Cou'd you then cait me off for one raſh word ? 
Forlake me ever — O you never lov'd 
Your Aaſſiniſſa, who cou'd be thus mov'd ? 
Goif you pleaſe, leave this ungrateful King, 
This ſalvage, barb'rous, indigeſted thing. 
What e're my paſſion did, ſhou'd pardon'd be, 
For I confeſs =— you arc a God to me, 
Yet it had bin more friendly and more kind, 
Nat to have met the Tempeſt of my mind. 

Scip. But was it pollible inthis our [trife ? 
That. Maſſiniſſa ſhould attempt my lie. 

K. Maſ- Pronounce my death, cut off theſe curſed hands, 
Send me to Syphax, bound with ſhametul bands. 


That 
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That I may all the ſubtleſt corments bear, 
And after death no more reproaches hear. 
Scip. By this return of virtue I am made, 
F or ever yours—fſay do I now upbraid ? 
Are theſe reproaches ? 
K. Maſſ. © ye powers look down, 
And hear me ſwear by your eternal Throne. 
Whatever this-your likeneſs ſhall command, 
Though Sophonicha from my trembling hand, 
I will obey——or curſe me where I ſtand. 
Scip. As your firſt Trial ſtrait to Crit fly, 


And perjur'd Syphax at his Gates detie. 
Our Troops r whenled on by you, 
Chiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue. 


Whoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all this care, 
And with her beautious griefs renew'd the War. 

K. Maff. This youth, my Kinſinan, as a pledge Lleave 
My all, the of my Soul reeerve. 
As I in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, 

So may Juſt Heaven do both to him and me. 

Maf. Ah! it Tam that darling of Heart, - 

How can you leave me thus forlora behind ? 
Take me along, or I ſhallthink 'twas Art 
That made you ſeem fo pittiful and kind. 

K. Mafſ. Now all the Gods thy precious lite defend, 
Something that's fatal ſure theſe Tears portend 5 
I wasnot us'd to weep. | 

Scip. Nor muſt not now. 

At your return we will to Zams gO, 

From thence to Bagreda our Forces draw, 

To try our ſtrength with dreadful Hannibal, 

And keep that famous Conquerour m awe, 

That talk'd of giving Laws 1'th' Capitol} | © © | 

K. Maſ. My Blood boils in'my Veins, and catchesfices 
Such words, ſuch courage would the Dead inſpire : 


tl) Ye 


1 | 'S A ks i | 411 Biz . 
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Yes we will fight, my Lord, with Hamnibal. 
To bloody *count his boaſted valour call. 

Scip. Like ſome vaſt'ill built Tower, fo high he grows 3 
His Marble-front nods with cach blaſt that blows. 

K. Maſ. Our Arms like Thunder levell'd at his Crown, 
Shall all ar once hurl'd by our rage, ruſh on, 
And in a moment rowl tis Glories down. 

[ Manet Mafiina folur. : 


Was ever Youth unfortunate as I? 

But I wlll be reveng'd on him, and dye. 
Perhaps to looſe me in the Wars he tears, 
As it my Soul did not out-go myYears. 


Enter Roſolinda: 


Rof. I ve ſcap'd with much ado the Iribune's Hands ; 
Burt 'tis the Conſul who muſt break my Barids- , | 
And ſend me with a paſs-part back, —— Who'sthere ? 
What are you ? | 

Maſ. Fuſt inſtru+t me what you are. 
And how yon came to be thus Heavenly fair : 
What is it makes your Cheeks (© freſh and bright, - 
The Red of Roſes, or the Lillies Whate. 

Roſ. Weie youne're thus before ? 

Maf. 1 never knew 
Such Agues in my Blood, and Eeavers too. 

Rof. Vie leave you, Sir. 

Maſ. You cannot if you wou'd, 
You may as eaſily forgo your Blood. _ ' 
Like that Tle bluſhing creep about you (till. 
And my fick thoughts with (ilent pleatures 

Roſ. What is't you'd have? 

Maſ. Alas, Ido not know. ' | 
Something there is which Nature will not ſhow: 
When ere you ſpeak, as at meladious firamss . 
There's ſomething purles and trickles through my Veins, 
Like Quick-filver it moves ſo cold and falt ; 
Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 
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Since from your Eyes the ti : 
Roſ: In vain your _—_— you alledge, 
The Fort's im break up y iege 5 
No force, nor art can the leaſt Out-work win, 
There's one for you too mighty entered in ; 
The haughtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, . 
Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. 
Maf. To his Immortal Kindred leave him then , 
You may be better plac'd with blood of Men - 
Beſides, who knows, but his Divinity, 
As Gods will fometimes very froward be , 
May chance take pet as you in Love engage, 
And thunder you to pieces in his rage. 
Roſ. *Tis true, in War moſt dre he appears, 
All Cruel, Glorious, dangers thick he wears : 
Not to amuſe you, when I have nam'd all 
That's great, and lovely, think on Hannibal. 
Maſ. 1s't poſhble! 
In Age can beauty ought that's lovely ſpy, 


Can dreams of waking youth kn 
Roſ.: Thou Ee Load mov'd like freezing Currents (low ; 
Were his head whiter then the Alpine ſhow , C 


My youth his age into one piece ſhould grow. 
Maſ. All you have faid, I know in jell was ſpoke ; 

What ſhould you do with fuch a ſapleſs Oak ? 

When a young pleaſant Vine {6 near you ſtands , 

And bows with all his Clu to your hands. 
Roſ. Honour to youth, and beauty I preter, 

I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War; 

And ſince the World knows none (© _ as he, 

None cl{ ſhall Lord of my affeQtion be : 

In ſhorter joyes let other Maids delight, 

Theſe tranſitory pleaſures of a night 1 X 
| ut 
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But I more laſting happineſs defign : 
In my Wuſtrious Warnour's hearr to ſhine , 
And have my name 6n his high Tomb engrav'd , 
This, this is ſhe who Harribal entlav'd. 

Aſſ: Though 1 no dawn of comfort can deſcry, 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage, 
And every thought of Royalty caſt by , 
Through all the Workl attend you as your Page 3 
For all my pains I will not beg one kiſs, 
That were to wrong your mighey Man of War ; 
Givea kind look, and 1 will prize the bliſs 
Above thoſe hopes which the Ambitious bear. 

Roſ. Since then you are reſolv'd a while to wait, 
As your firſt task ſhew me the-Conful ſtrait: 
My beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe, 
That temperate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, ; 
171 thunder in his cars, and light'n in his eyes. [Exennt- 


SCENE Tbe Carthaginian Camp. 


Hannibal is diſcover'd in his Temt , ſitting at a Table 
} with lights. 


Han. How great's the care, the toil and lingring pain , 
That racks a General's breaſt, and breaks his brain : 
Arews had a hundred lights, and I but one, 
Yet all the Day 'tis builie as the Sun x 
And all the Night 'tis watchtul as the Moon. 
When (hall I (Icep from noiſe and buſineſs frecd ? 
'Tis huſh'd, but beauty buſincls does ſucceed : 
Beauty which Jove cou'd draw from Heav'ns high Tower ; 
When Nimphs in Groves his Godhead ſtoop'd radore, j 
So much he lov'd delight, above Almighty power - 
In his deep blood the lutt Contagion ran, 
Staining his Son, that vaſt Immortal Man. 
The great Alcides, who a diſtaf made 


Of that huge Club, which Nations could inyade , 
Wou'd 
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Wou'd in hig Miſtreſs Glaſs kind looks deviſe,” oY 
Ly alng the Glories of his God-Hke eyes, 

run'd his mighty voice to tender cryes. 
ny ys headiom in41 God-like Men have Jov'd,” 
Why ſhould not 1 witty beaury's Charms be mov'd ? 
The higheſt Power has love's blind Mazes trod , 
Then Hannibal love on, ahd imitate d 


Exicr Bomilcat. 


Bomilcar here? ſo ſuddenly refultſ? | C8 on 
ou look as if your journey ba po | Yeti 
Bom, My Lord, d., were cover'd. . = 

Her. Ha! how then ? 


Was A Tie aol vo __ 
row Coon 0-3 0 


Ml. on us to di 
Then to his Officers gave + twes Y 
To let us take a view > of every Band 4 
* Butſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrit diſcipline ! 
Hen. You ſpeak, Zomiltar, as you knew not mine; 
Bom. My Lord, your pardon Lay, thele eyes | 
Ne're yet 1d fich gallant Enemies. 
When we had ſeen what might yrote nina damp, 
He generouſly diſmiſ'd us from the 
Ham. This Civil brav'ry has ra 'd no fo, 
I ſhall ro Battle with half fury 
Doubts enter here, which yet Hh. FT breaſt flere xe ele?” 
Doubts fears, and fears my co 
But of my Love, Couſen, you nothing ſaid ; B | 
Is ſhe alive? how I that ike dread | — etl 
Or is it poſſible ſhe can be deat? |, | rag 
Boxer. Though in the ſearch our utmbſt uh Un” wr” 
We mg, un 'd hear of that'1ſiſtrious Majd:. LOS 
Han ps his heart for tetyp'rafice fb renown'd, 
From her all conquering cycs might rake a wound, 


And now he keeps her ot. ys np” ould he Cars, A 


With hire and geo me pron -—noexpd 2 6s + 
cs 
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Yes, we will inſtantly our bodies join, 
The World's at ſtake. let it be his or mine. 

Bow. Throw boldly at the ſum w -— ont enaton. 
FF nr pron ne) 4 ors 8 
That en your le wil elithele formance box 


Enter Maberbal. 


Mah. Come forth my Lord, haſt from your Tent, behold 
Sights that may chill the fiery, dant the bold x 
Shrill Trum ni a the Arch of Heaven, 


Wounding the Air , ., ters fly, 
Immortal Spirits drop rol and ſeem to dye; 
A Hoſt of Heavenly Warziours bright, and gay 
Appointed, ſtand, and ready uk wy fray: 
In golden Armes their ſhining Chicfs appear, 7 
He and Shields of Diamonds they wear , 
And Spears with Stars of value (et, rhey bear. 

Han. The end of all things-ſure is drawing nigh. 

Mah. Through the void place ſwift Darts obliquelyfly + 
Black fwarthy hold a hollow Cloud, 
And with long Thunder-bolts they drum aloud 
Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlay'd, 
Where dreadful ſounds by fiery breath are made. 
Mountains are buried in he womb of Earth, 
A grave they find where firſt they had their birth. 
Our houſhold-Gods ſweat as they ſtand, and all 
Your Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall 
A Wolf but now his jaws all bloodied oe, 
And by his fide a Savage Boar. 
fac'd, wr Gn begun, 

my ran, 

Til Ted wil ov blood the fled, # 
Vanjſh'd from ſight, =C ia dark Forreſts hid. 


Han, 
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Han. Leag to the place, from whence we may deſcry 
Thele- ul Prodigies-that fill the sk y. 
Command our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare , 
T'appeaſe the angry Dezmons of the Air. [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers 4 Heaven of bload , 
two Suns, Spirits in Battle, Arrows ſhot to and fro 
in the Air : Cryer of yielding Perfony,"&c. Cryes of 
Carthage is fel'n, Carthage, >. . 


Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. What means the Gods by theſe phantaſtick torts 2. 
And unprovok'd, why do they raiſe ſuch ſtorms? 
Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear , 
The ſure deftration of ſome State 1s near. 
Our General's mov'd, his angry looks dart fire, 
And noble rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 
Han. Can this be true? Anſwer ye Powers Divine, 
Shall in our death the Rowan glory thine ? 
Has Fate our ruin fix'd # Is it d, 
That Carthage fall, and Hinzthe cxaſt bleed ? 
Yet with unthaken Souls our doom we'll wait , 
And periſh bravely, though unfortunate: 
, Yes,. ye malicious Powers, this Haunibal, 


Whom you untimely to deſtruction call, 

Still what he was, ſhall like a Souldicr fall 

Let Hawno ſhiver in the arms of Death x 

Eur loud reports ſhall wait our parting breath: . 
We drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry ; 
And Earth ſhall thunder. back opon the «&y. 


The'end'vf the Second ACT; 


— - — —_ V—_—_ - —— - - " 
> Wo" es wage pt _— _ 
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ACT. I Scen, I. 
A Roman Camp. 
Enter Scipio, Lelixs, Attendants, Yarre, Guard. 


"OI 


8cip. 25 ſfrange that we no News from Cirts hear ; 
: No Souldier thence? I 
Lel. None, Sir, does yet appear: 
Scip. 'T were fit ome Tribune with our Harſe ſhould go, 
And the intents of Aſaſſixifz know. 


Enter Rofalinda,” and Malina, fl 


Roſ. Where is the General > By your Majeſty , 
And auguſt Garb, ſhould the Confil be : 
It ſuch you are, I chatve you ſet me free: 
Scip. Your ſtrift Commands arerold in ſuch a way, 
The Conſul doubts, whether he thould obey z 
Nor know I Fair one; what or whoſe you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. F 
Roſ. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
'Tis bt you ſtrait my liberty enjoyn 3 
To keep me here againſt my will is wrong, 
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong: 
Dare you detain what's his ? 
Scip. We all things dare; 
But would not willmgly offend rhe Fair 5 
None ſhall preſume your freedom to deny , 
If with the gift we may your friendſhip buy. 
Roſ. My friendſtiipZ. No to.death I hate youll; 
All that bear-Arms againſt my Hannibal; 
A Man fo great, I, though a Rowan born, 
Cantorn,his fake, my Friends, and Countrey ſcorn; 


. 


Who 


Hannibal s Or coves.. 23 


Who drives rk ion 
As I in Cities make all Beaunes yield, : 1 141! 
' Rome! (he'snot fit, tho le bread hy da 

To be his Foat-(toal, Ant,” 

Scip. My yet pat rg fa vertue bound, | 
No force of War, or Loye cou'd ever wound ; - 4180's 20'4 
But Afers and Cupid now. at anceappean,, 4 vribers1 
And ſtrike = ———— Goren and x. li vr weve 2:5 
, How her Eyes ? what killing ficexthey 
And all within I feel the fatal (marr. 

Away with her, ſhe is a Sorcereſs, go. 

Maſſ. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, —— your, Foe, : 

Beſides I love her, and if ſhe'd *. 

Or ſuffer any wrong, 'twill heart, 

By all thoſe noble promiſes you L1 
When Afdrabal mn Spain betore you ficd, 


And I your Priſoner way you lov.d ae, hd 
»15 


{ Kweels. 


With Gold, and Jewels nt oe home 
And hung about my neck a 


Scip. At your Requelt, ſhe ſhallnot go, barftay” 
With me. 
Maſſ. With you? Dilpa [het Sir, aWay,, : 
A Rivalin my Love I cannot 


Love toyes, my Lord, belaw AC, 
They1 take you ot the blow you Wax, ; 
Sip. Though War uſurp che day, Love claims, the night 
At = _m Av this Am'rous new delight- 
ou may try, butne x erage ks m5 
You wer wa reaming, Sir, 'of YO _ ub 


Of ſtorming Forts, and digging T 
And call tor Arms, and break your 


Roſ. The (erious trifles of your lo _— 
For know I view jou by both. dw nn cqupcorn, * AV, 


Q_ ty Henzjhal!. thou | gs "i 
ETA Nei 2017104 w_ 
© 85ip/ 


yal heart ſhall never IR 
How little theſe FOR 000 an? 


—< _ 


- 
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8cip: Trophees as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 
Noble as thoſe which his fam'd Arms adom, 
From as dire dangers Victory have torn. 
Roſ. "Tis true, ſome oy & par atchiev'd in Spain, 
_y 


When all your Eagles Dove-like flew © tame: 
But Harnibal with noiſe to War procceds, 
Makes the World ſtart at his unequall'd deeds ; 
He like fome rowling Whale, who as he laves , 
With his bright Armory gilds all the waves; 
Daſhes the frighted Nations from his (ide , 
That pale and foaming fury far off ride, 
O're all the watry Region does Command ; . 
SO ens: 
ile your tatne Legions, m k 
Glide Gene on, and only twinkle by. | 
Scip. Take het Meſſine, bear her from my Tent , 
To Freedom, Chains, to Death, or Baniſhment : 


Bear her where I-may never ſee her more. 
[Maſlina'leads her off 
She's gone, and now I am as heretofore, 
My mg heart with thirſt of Glory burns ; 
Fame flyes and beck'ning Fortune turns , 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and mafſie Shields, 


And all-the wonted Objedts fancy yiels , 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, Od ends Fields. 


Enter Maherbal. 


What art thou ? "Tis the Conſal ſpeaks, - 

Mah. Te En pers 
E're Fortune half the frighted World : 
The grace which for this Spies you did command , 
He thanks you for - But with his Sword in hand, 


He 
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Ne who ne're yet a parley wilh'd with Rowe , | 

Since War is tothe dreadful upſhot come , tn Ft 

Would hold diſcourſe with you of the Earth's doom. | 
8cip. 'Tis granted 3 where's the place ? | 
Mah. On Zama's Plain, | 

Attended only with five hundred Men ; 

Soon as the Morn's firſt bluſhes ſhall appear, | 

Expet the terrour of your Arayexthere. , 
Scip. Wou'd it were done, the great decifion made ; 

Rowe crown'd, and in the duſt great Cortbage laid. 


Emer /Treballius, | - © &\ 


Treb. Laurels, and all the Trophees yields, 
Colours and Standards, bo with rn pap? ficlds, 
King Meſſinifs does to Scipio ſend | 
His Godhke Maſter, and. his Watlike Friend-; - 

Scip. Relate in brief the progreſs of his Arms. 

Treb. Soon as King $8 heard our dread alarms, 
He ſent ſome Troops © abroad to ſcout ; 
Which were by equal gumbers 
Urg'd with deſpair, \and by his 
Whoſe beauty has been fatal ro. hig,l1 
He came in perſon to end 
Our Battails joyn'd, fiercly, it, yas 
Till to the laſt extreams our Troops were £ 
When Maſſiniſſs mace then Man 4%, 
And with his overflowi Yor go > |; 


[Ex it. 


Thoſe mighty odds whi onr 
$cip. Some wond'rous AG of 
Which could re»ſettle Troops half A..." 
| Treb.. Where e're our General turn'd, mark'd his look , 
And whom he ey'd with his cold Arrow bo 
Like how wh he made his glorious way ,.\,j1 


And all about him deſolation lay. 4x4 
Syphax whoſe name he made to Heaven reſound, |; . 2 


With cr oder wer yes at laſt he found hl 
Trembling though wi his Guards encompale rout; "RV * 
wi 


% 
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Swift as revenge could dart he on him flew, 
Whom from his Horſe with hands force he drew, 
And pierc'd his heart in hs Armies view : 
Which ſeen, with one conſent the Souldjers fled , 
As if all hopes were with their Monarch dead. 

Scip. Cirta ſhould after ſch 2 1ofs 10 cotrſe, 
Surrender to the Vidor's.dreaded* force. 

Treb. It did, dg : T6 Oey te = 


Whereas I did bebe Frr=hec = "bead p 


"Twas wiſh'd the might prove the Vidor's Bride. 
Scip. 1 _ Queen mr dſt not Conqlieſt boaſt, 


And that the King were with the Battail loſt. 
To Cirta Lelines ' y repair, : 
And make that ſubtle Oveen our 

If Maſſinif a ſhould e you, 'fay;' 

"Tis my wote 


ant, wth 21-4 


Maherbaf , Enter Hanolhallprnd Bomilcar. 
But He LS wry 


ES 


veg w1 


ed, and in my Tent? |, 
re with het ſent 2- 


[ 
[{topp'd a while, ro mark that Fair unknowiſ: 
When ſhe with languiſhing intreanies fatd, 

[s this your Love? $1 Shall T not be obey 4? 

Be gone, if Hi»nibal fpouid core, 

And bur Gn dat were your certattr doom, 


you! to obey: [Exennt. 


Ham. 


* And nowit 
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Har. Peace, Harbenger of Fate, with Ravens dwell, ' 
Thy tale at Midnight to the dying tell) x vr 
Oh! it has pierc'd me like a poyſon'd dart, | 
Which by infets the blood and heart ; 
Where like annkroaguars ry dro 
ike a its poi venoms f| 
My brain ten thouſand various tortures turn', 
Roſalinda ungrateful id , 
Am I for loſs of glory thus repaid. 
But let's away to my Pavilion lead, 
That Raviſher of all my hopes ſhall bleed. p 


Enter Rolalinda, and Maſſina. 


Ref. Why will you ſtay? IF you didever love, 
Let me conjure you, from this place remove: 
Maſſ. Permit me as your Menial Servant ſtay, 
And near your Perſon ſigh my life away : 
Is that fo much? 
Roſ. It cannot, muſt not be, 
That ſhould idly ſpend your bours with me: 
You like the golden Planet of the day, 
Should as you riſe; all glorious ſet, x A008 
A pity doesmy heart ſu bdue, 
Which bids you now eternally Adieu, 
Maſſ. Say, your diſdain, Alas! how can I part ? 
Me thinks I go as if I had no heart: 
But fince you are reſolv'd it muſt be 6, 
Near to ſome murmuring brook Ie lay me down 3 
Whoſe waters if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My tears ſhall (well'em up that I will drown. - 


Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Alper, 


Roſ. Maſſuna tay x, 1 ſtrictly charge you live. 
Har, Not Heaven,nor Earth can grant him a reprieve, 
. - E 2 


a OCR —— -— _— — — = — 
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Since Hazittbal has vow 'd that he ſhall die, 
Bomilcar bind him, bind -him maſtabtly : 

Falſe Roſalind | ——. Bear him from my Gght, 
And ſhade his beauties with Eternal night. 

Is it for this at laſt we meet again? 

Wou'd thou had(t (hill the Contul's Capuve been. 
Roſ. Oh Hannibalt can you reliit my tears? 
What change is this your y temper wears? 

He ſhall not die : Bomilcer, Aſper, ita 
'Tis I command you; dare you di ? 

Han. Be gone, he dyes who lifiens to her prayT ; 
Paltioft hs Bracclets, let him ſhackles wear, 
With fetrers fret his ſoft and cn «kin, 

Too light a pennance for (© foul a 


fin. [Maſlina & taken away. 


Rof. If Roſalinds yet has any [ Kmeels, 


Left in that cruel, yet renowned heart, 
This Stranger's freedom inſtantly enjoyn, 
And you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. 
Hen. How datſt thou plead for him, falſe as you are? 
Fal(er, if poſſible, then thou art fair : | 
In bis behalf no Interceſſion make , 
His torments ſhall be doubled for thy fake. - | 
Roſ. Henceforth wronhg'd Inhocence from Courts retreat., 
Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the great: 
Since thus abuyg'd, ah! viſit them no more; 
But reſt thy ſorrows at ſome Shepard's door. 
Hen. Oh guilt! canſt thou to Innocence r avail 
Who to this Youth ſuch kindneſs did teveal 
Roſ. If pitty kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 
Who all my ſoftneſs © his griets relign'd; 
And what, but Marble hearts cou'd (ce him mourn, 
Yet ſo much ſweetriefs with ſach ſorrows ſcorn? : 
Han. Pity like yours, that does To ſwiftly move, 
Es the fore-runner of approaching Love. 
Roſ. Unworthy of the honour you poſleſs, 
My paſſions great wou'd I cou'd make it leſs: 
Know moſt unjuſt, and jealous, therefore vain, 
For Jcaloutic's great weaknels in great Men; 


My 
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My conſtant Soul did for thy wave, 
The Rich, the Y the Beautiful, and Brave. 
My charmes, the cold and temp'rate Conſul felt, 
hilſt beauties beams did fiercely on him play ; 
The frolt, which had bound his heart, did melt, 
And Love like Sun-ſhine thaw'd his Ice away. 
Hav. Your looks, me thinks, have quite another Air ; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try'd , 
So faint loves Colours in your face a , 
Like Silks that looſe their gloG with being dy'd. 
Roſ. That 8cipio, nor this Prince, whom cruel you 
Have bound, cou'd nothing on my heart prevail, 
Is as Heaven's high Decree moſt juſtly true; 
And I am Innocent, as thou art frail. 
Han. Alas! 'twas Innocence, to ſay, L 
If Hannibal ſhould but ſuſpe&, you'r dea 
Roſ. Compaſiion, for a Love, I could not own, 
Urg'd me to freak 5; what vou have heard was laid, 
Therefore re!-1ſe him inſtantly from Bands , 
And yield him fafe mto the Conſal's hands, 
Without dela ves or murmuring free him ſtraight ; 
Or may your Lawrels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 
Nor Roſalinds but with frowns be ſeen. 
Han. Stay, Madam.  - Haſt, the Captive Prince unbind; 
My heart to others rough, the Souldiers crime , 
As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to wind , 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to rime : 
Forgive my temper, hard'ned with the ſteel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 
Till Love let fall a blow, that made me reel, 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran ; 
Can you forgive the rudeneſs of my mind ? 
Roſ. Forgo your jealouſie, and Ile be kind. 


Enter Malina unbound. 


Han. May a raſh Man, wrong'd Prince, your gardon crave ? 


Mafſ. No, Sir, my pardon you ſhall never have; . , 
og 
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For know I hate thee on a double ſcore, 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick pow'r: 
Princes who have hike me diſhonour'd bin, 
Should bluſh to look abroad in fleſh again, 
Diſgrac'd 2ſaſſana! 
Fall, dye, diſpatch, to fortune's malice bow, 
Thy Royal Uncle would not own thee now. 
Life profer'd with the World, 1 wou'd not take ; 
Yet I could live for Roſalinda's lake: 
Speak, Hawnibal, wilt thou thy (hare > 
Roſ. He may, but I can never part with mine. 
Maſs. How never ? 
Roſ. Never. 
Maff. O unkind hard heart! 
Love when he ſhot me, TR, 
Or chang'd with death, ick deſtroying ſhaft; 
Thus drinks my blood, thus with a full deep draught; 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Rof. Hold, cruel Prince; the from him wreſt, 
Hax. Too late, alas! I drewi t from his breaſt, 
Roſ. What have you done ? 
Maff. Only my y areyn'd 
Of that fick blood, which Hannibal had ſtain'd: 
What leſs then death could I to honour give? 
And Love negletted, charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all, 
This cruel, haughty, happy Hamnibal. 
Haw. The bus'neſs of our life's a ſenſeleſs thing z 
Why burns th'Ambitious Man to be a _ 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warriour ca 
For Arms? Or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall ? 
Sport for the Gods, they whirl us here and there, 
As Boyes blow watry bubblcs in the Air. 
My help! 
Maſſ: Ah let me not be touch'd by thee, 


If Foes may capable of pity be. 


P Your 
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Your Roſalinda ſeize, and with her fly 

ToGold'n Beds, Embrace her faſt while 1 $ 

Within my dark and duſty lye. 
Han. Crowds of ill boading t ts my Soul diſmay 

His body to the Roman Campe convey. 

Hears'd in a Chariot ſoftly tread 

And look fo (ad that may think you dead. 

[ They bear offthe Body. 

Ros. This PRE ſuſpition of m _— vx 


See the effects where Jealouſy's 
Ah cruel #iGorl curſe t 
With all thy Lawrels blaſted on 


Uh 
Love fick'ns with: this deed ni by brow. 
ould we were both in Earths low Cavern laid. 
urtain'd with ſhady-horrours where the Sun: 
And Starseheir fiery Courſcs never run, | 6 
But all the buſineſs of the World is done. ' 
Hes Ohteeyhayher pad. 
Praence aguitl uch knowiedge may adviſe 
Prudence may 
* But whoofallmankind waruhrayiy wid? 
For the great ſecret tothe Gods Ile 
And if they faile me fathom for't 
a þ hid by fate under a thouſand Rocks, 
i up by the dark- Jetty locks. 
OR y as a Gorgeon come, 
Saff with 'the view Lillourgar my Doors 


[ dies, 


[ Exit. 


The SCENE the City of Cirta- 
Enter-King Maſliniſla aud Menander. 
[ Trumpets ſound 2 lofty March. 


K. Mas. Was ever victory ſo ſwiftly won: 
We ſcazce had kifure to demand the Town. 


Their. 
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Their Gates they opened with ſuch haſt and fear, 
As it our Conquering Swords Enchanted were. 
Afen. Syphax the gree Uſurper of your Throne : 
Is to revenging Furies downwards 
In hells low valleys grown the dar Weed, 
And feels the ſtings that make Ambition bleed. 
K, Mas. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, 
Where $op does her loſſes mourn. 
We'H viſit that forſworae Illuſtrious faire, 
To let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. 
Men, Since you havE-pramiſed that you would torlake : 
Why ſhould your vertue need leſs make. 
Love though ſcarce warm within your boſom pent ; 
Fann'd with her may get 4 vent. 
Like heat which ſtifled in (pace, 
If any Air {me in, fires all the place 
of Won rag c 
ir or its wing' 
Looſe hke the Wind as Matte Gran 
My enlarged ial neal monceaty dang, 
Can hear unmov'd the warbling wrkhey 
Braving her Eyes, her falſhood + © prarkvesy 
For thoſe rude wrongs ſhe on my = 
Max. Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe : 
I humbly offer'd what you may refuſe. 
K. Mas. Ren. vr ny rage I may not keeps 
For ſhe has word w make the Cruel weep. 
And Charmsas powerful as Circes wiles 3 
As raviſhed Vi ſighs, or Infants (miles. 
= — blink wits rage thenſhe with tears : 
prn—_ which her ſorrow wears, 
ter opes will hugh at,and deſpiſe her teares. * [Fxexnt 
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SCENE, The Palace. 
Enter Sephonisba Rezambe and Merna. 


etna a Qrenn my life cortibine, 
Methinks I'me (till a this is mine. 


Te bluſh ro ſee yer 

And fear their Eagle's 

Merna, \f | have ar cje ou ded 

Beaten wlchendaſt addy Grv'd 
Afr. Not for the World. 

Ou w.- nr = JR 

rrike, Cc 

How will the Juſt, hs Valid, andthe Wiſe; 

Extol thy vertue and thy prize ? 


And free thy Country with one 
Adeced that will even Hannibal out 


wich 


Who durſt the ſofinels of thy Sex forgo3 
Blow. d 


Rather then I would live to ſee thoſe hands : 
have kiſſed fetter'd with Roman Bands. 
That body —_ wretch adorad 3 


CE = s good, 7 


I'd bath this your lives warm flood 
Till the haft CENT Ro det. 
Ib " O hou molt noble Mar 'd. 
eyes m urvey 
: Then would beieve whet coance beetpred, 
bs; breaſt. 


ogy ger 


Thy voice like ſad, bur ple 


Muſick flew 3 
Like dyi Swans 'twas ſiveet fatal too. 
Now 


and bravely At thy T part: 
Juſt here, ike through, =_ ough this wretched heazt. 
Ret. 
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Rez. Deaths our laſt remedy as 'tis the worlt. 
Tis fit vou try the vitor's mercy firſt. © * 
Prince Aſſinifzlov'd you once, who knows, 
But the ſame paſſion in his bolom giowes. 
Blow it into a flame, try all your Charms: 
Love laughs at Brandiſd'd ivords and glur ring Arms. 
Mer. Never was man like Afeſſaniſſe kind ;, 
By nature mild, and amerouſly anclin'd. 
Not v-nquiſh'd Syphax dying fell fo low, 
As this 'd Prince will to your beauty bow. 
Rez. Imputed Trechery you ought to ckear, 
Let guilt (hrink back, and Innocence appear, 
Ill tide the in my Robe, if he 
Dooms you a ſlave, this giyes you hberty, 
Soph. When breach of faich w_ does diſmgage, 
The r turnes to Wi age. 
He thinks me falſe, though I have been moſt true: 
And thinking ſo what may bws fury doe ? 
Rez. His Trumpets Cla make the Palace rung ; 
Here wait your fate, and this victorious King, * 


Enter King Maſiniſſa Menander attendents. 


K. Maff. Madam | comoro tell you that yiou are 
__ a ”=_ —_— Prifone + roo 

e King whoſe loſs 'tis 
To whoſ clovd _ manga 
For Judgement is to Heaven's Tribunal gone x 
And I now come toclaim my Fathers Throne. 

You in the War have birunforrunate | 
Not = your cauſe deſerv'd a berter fate. 

Soph. Of Empire's joyes ro you agift I make; ': 
More willingly the he CRE, | 1 
Freely as ever gyphax made ir mine. MG 2/06 
To Maſſmiſſa I my Crown _ 

K. Maſ. Not as your gift wns I ſhould thendeſþiſe. 


But as my right by Birth and valours prize. 


» 


My 
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My father Galls's Diadem-i%e bear, £ hinder. 
And all the Royalticsof Circa wear; merar!', 

Sopb, Theſe ſprings of grief unkindnels now ſupplies. 

K.Maſ. Syphax d thattribute from your Eycs: 

Soph. There is a cauſe ———_— of thels tears. . ' | 

K. Mas. More worthy ? Syphax? for your fake, 
Did he not fame and Empire vittims make: : 
Gving love over meaſure, when atlaſt, 
fie threw his tife up for you as a Caſt. 

Soph. It what Iſpcak kindly be recerv'd ; 
But miſery can never be 'd. 

K. Maj. Not you believ'd? O Gadsis it cleat day, 
So maniteſt are all things that you ay. 
Not you believed 2 what hardned Infidel : 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles tell 2 

Soph. I will when forrow ſhall permie me 
But ture my heart maſt with unkiadnefs 

K. Maſ. 'Tis poſſible, yet Madam ere go ; 
Expreſs your will for I have much to do. 
My men I have not plac'd, my father's Throne, 
We have not fill'd, Imuſt, 1 muſt begone. | 
Menander do we triumph, 

Men. Bravely Sir, A 
All ike your (elf, and more then ; 

Rez. Merna we're loſt with what a ſcorn, 
He turns away and fmiles to fee her mourn. 

Soph. Are you not Mafſiniſſa call'd ? 

K. Maf. 1 am. 

Soph. Have you not heard of Sophinizba's name? 
She who unmov'd your bygh diſdain endures z 
Yet Sophonicba who was always yours. | 

K. Maj." Oh heavens ! 

Soph. Whom waſting cares did all the day devour, C 


Who watch'd all night, counting each ted jous hqur ; 
And never found that there were joyes in power. 
K. Maſ. Ha! Sophonirba | yes I knew her well ; 


That Angel fair, and lov'd her er'e ſhe tel}. 
F 2 | Oh 
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Oh Sophonicbs, hadſt thou but a mind 

Half beauteous as the caſe where — 
Thou wert but ſhe is dangerous to 

My reaſons narch'd by my tempeſhvous flame: 


Menander 
Or I ſhall ſink in th' abiſs of 
My vowes,my friendſhip, glory, 


he, 


De en 1 a neighbouring ſtrand. 
trees, e 

Men. Be a. C_—_— —— 

K. Mas. wiſh'd ſhall we run away. 


Mern. bin dep mfizee eo heremms be nn, 
And now be cycs her with a kindling look. 

Rez. With that laſt Glance 

K. Mar. Yes Madam this is 
I am (to thy Confuſion be it kuown. 
A IR 
hort a> A herenſ'a fa 
Likes eres | flor theme 
My cheerful friends like birds about me ſung ; 
Free from the Charms of thy decripful tongue 
And ripening around me 
Till thou fair Murd'reſs an fue lightni 
And blaſted bloſſoms, branches, root, and all 

. Soph. © Maſſonifſe Aſs hear Ithis from thee ? 

K. Meas. "Tis equally a truth from him or me 5 
Or any here—= why Madam not from me. 

But if my preſence ſhould a trouble prove, 
I will for ever from your fight remove. of * 

Soph. Stay, Maſiniſſa, ſtay, my lite, my loul 3 
Why do your eyes with ſuch ſtrange motion roul ? 
Your fury in this heart that loves you hide. 

K, Mar. Where does that ſearcher of the ſoul recide : 
Who through blind tracks finds out a womans heart ? 
Loe here's a bar, a ſtop to all his Art, 

Who wou'dnot ſivear that ſuch a love was true ? 


love ſhot him there 
« here: 
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goph Dol hot love you? By the Gods Ido. 


Oh thou once this wou'd have dong, 
But atl thy d wiles at laſt are known. 
Juſt ſhe ralk'd, and ſo ſhe before, 
And with that beauteous look ſhe {wore : 


To me who love you with a keart entire, 
A flame more laſting then the veſtall's fire, 
To me who am indeed all one defire. 
Ah Prince thy love is all my light and health ; 
The treaſure I would hoord, my only wealth : 
Take not that from me. 
bk Unkindly wird whe? do > [hwks 
80 ; urg'd why do you turn away 
You hallrice got you have left me dead 
My tears till now were never vainly ſhed. 
O hear my ſighs, my vows, ye powers above, 
If any power like me ever love. | 
Let looſe your fires and thaw this frozen heart, 
And thou dread God of love tric every dart : 
You ſhannot ſtir. 
K. Maſ;, What means this riſing flood. [.weepe. 
Soph. Nature will ſtart at ſuch ingratitude : 
R on after ages this | 
And only Monſters make of humane race - 
Inhumane thou. 
K. Maf. She ſhall not, yet ſhe ſhall; 
She gy heart, and cryes ſhe have jt all. 
Tis fo, reſtleſs ick bear, 
Angels I ſee, and Gods are ing there, 
Riſe Madan, riſe, each figh, each ſofining glance ; 
Lulls my loud wrongs, I'm buſh'd, and in a trance. 
Men. His ſighs flow from him with (© ſtrong a Gale, 
As if bis ſoul would through his lipsexhale. 


Soph. 
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ph. Coud you be'thus 2, on your Miri ven, | 
wW = myt «09 —_ — eta () 
K. Maſ. Nothing, whyatorthing, on art, 
My hte, Y ſon, my (pints blood and heart. [1 & 
Whole hands leaftchir{bng touch docs pleaſe above 7 
The very att of any other loye... | 'M ev 
Gods how ſhe Chammy anac ture waee're like the : 
Nor wild as I; Htormd&s borrow rage of me. 
But thou art ſoft, and({weer,and {teat all, 
As births of Roſesor asblatjorastall. 
Soph. This R thard@cki/@ncar your heart will fade; - 
When planted by your handindbartr's cold ſhade.  '  - {| 
K. Maſ By mine#Norſavages wonkd harm thy breafty ) | 
On whole retreſhmng pillowes, Joor reſt ; 
And with Immortal (weets be ever 
So fair 'tis well thou art not faithfn} too x 
gm more re ABN 
Soph. Think me © idids wed, 
Whoever was a ſtrangetw:mfbed; 
Forc'd by my onnpnncy g"! 
I muſt confeſs I ſuffer” \ w—— 4 hand. 
Heaven curſe me#fTeber granted more; ' [ 42.4 
Cou'd I be his havih{bin'yours before? 1 5 
K. Maſ. Wh to afro [till as ſtatue lo, | 
Iſtand, nor ſhall the wind preſume to blow. : 
Speak, and it ſhall be nighe-not one ſhall dare + 2 


A 


To figh though on the Rack herortured w_ 
go for his ſoul whiſper a dymg ms 

þ. Make yqur love _ let it bur leſsfalt, 
Theſl ſudden raptures are to 

K. Maſ. Right Madam long it we ſack joyes ſhould feel: 
The furious tranſports of delightwould kill 
Menander to the Temple lead away, 

By my clear fame this is our Marriage day. 

Soph, Your fame does far above all Cenfure Gr, 
Free from the raumes of low repming Wi't, - 
Kings though they ert ſhould nevet &e arraign'd, 
But if I yield, my glory will be ſtain'd, 


Whit 
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What will the World m_ of ſuch a Bride, 


Who marricd the ſame day her Husband dy'd. 
K. Maſe Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy 3 5 
It mult be (0 upan neceſſity. + 7 x 
Who yet will not ou being mine. © 
Soph. Then to the Gods let _ breath reſigne. 
K. AMaſ. Can you conſent Div, then be my wite, 
To hazard honour liberty and 
Soph. But ſir. 
K. Maf. But Madamfay phat yor 
"You ought not, muſt nor; ind {emer thy 
One minute more caſts bath bur 
Soph. Know might I was, and am he an 
And thongh the ork chis A this At may juſtly blame, 
I will be ou” and in that way yourame,/ 
Bur firſt all the Gods and glor ſwear, ' mo. | 
Rather then yield me up Rome's Prifotier,” *' 11111 (17 
That you ſome fatal tokety will Anti SD 201 wand 
To gr get Inglorious andby 
K. Ma/. 1 ſwear by Heaven, by Glory, Arms, -- 
By "Tee cicned by wt eos" ' 2#173G 


You ſhall be ever from the Rontnvhe © £ by ecadl LIED 
—_ death will give you liberty.” willy 4 2f.! 21nqa7t] 
Now lea me where yowpleſe EOS 

K des A taſt of bliſs. '; WY " 


The God of marriage ſeal our vowes with this 1 Fhrflar ten 
Near, and flames the ſweets « grow; MM) bn1izols ook 
About her lips ambroſiall Odours flow. "ts a Hy 7 td RGA 
Let melancholy Moffarch-Colnce take, hot ono 

Wed by advice and ſullen Nupelalytnake. | 60 ff at F 
ButI prefer what thusmy Arms twfold, þ TETTE 


To all the wealth that Earth or Scag&an hold; ) 401144511 
ROIIAIOY hills f Gold. ; it 11 Fen 

ight of proud Rowe and Hhet haughty'meny tt 1 poikers + 
Sh raem Miſtrilh and (hall be mens J 11 26 4 


The end of the Third act: opts 


—_ OS i ti oo 
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—_—_ 
— — —— | une —— 


ACT. IV. Scen, I 


Bellona's Temple. 


An Alter ir ſhown, with « Souldi er lying upon it, arm'd all but bis 


head : Aglave, Cumana, tending each wpon a Tripor , with Dag- 
gers in their right hands, and Cencers in their ft S 


Agla. T7) Re we our folemn rites beg 
"The ſacred Cavern purge fin. 
About the dreadful Alter go 
About it Inchantations blow. 
Cum. dire oblation thus we drain, 
And with his blood our Temples ſtaine. 
nn 
Gaſh him , and ſuck his blood, 


——_ - a ſhrowd. 
Confame the balefi 


flames, ariſe, 
lacrifice. 


That of his aſhes we may take ; 

And clotted Cinders with 'em rake, 
And Viands for Bellonas make. 
Cam, Our Goddeſs ſmil'd, 'tis done, "tis 


The Romans have the Battle won. 
From 


batlement of heaven, 
I aw the Carthaginians driven. 
Las bas. — | 
'em long gacks of Air. 
—— altorouts 
Our GoddcG thall he death cnough, 
lx. Our ve 
Herftrine with far of thouſands ſtuff. 


With 
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Wit y heads her Altar fill, !  \ 
And Tuns of blood upon 'em (pill 


Enter Hannibal Maherbal, Bomiloar. 
Cum. But loe who comes, what, what are theſe, 


That pry into our miſteryes ? 
= 


peak lave, Ile begone, 
buſineſs know, Ile come anon 2 


The fit of prophecy 's come on. 
Our Goddeſs does the Tunn-l wind, F ai 
And facred horrours ſwell my mind. [ Exit. 
Agla. What are you? and whatisit you would know? 
Han. Men call me Haxnibal, Rome's dreadful toe. 
Who after many Battles loſt and won, 
Reſolve to periſh or my conqueſt Crown, 
One day the world's great Empire muſt decide z 
But what the Gods and that _ day _ 
We wiſh to know who dare the worſt abide. 
Agla. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 
Her breaſt enlarg'd the Goddeſs now receives. 
And now ſhe rages like a Bacchinal, 
With fury's ated rends the holy veile., 
Ful of the deity about ſhe roames, | 
Stares, Exper; and on the hallowed Curtain foames. 


Cuts her hot vels upon the ground, 
Sings, Dances, kicks the golden Tripeds round. 


Enter Cumana ſcratching her pY a Dapgee 
into ber Armes : Spirits following ber, 1. 


Sings. 


Beneath the Poplar's ſbaddow lay me, 
No raging fires will there diſmay me. 
Near jome ſilver current lying, 444 =T bc) oY 


UVnder Poppies dying. | , — A 
Py Pegyies aging 11 7 : 1/wlt 


42 Sopbonisba, or 

T ſwell, 2nd am bigger then Typhon &re war, 

With 4 ſtrong bad of Beef 0 bind me about ; 

Leaſt my boſome ſhould burſt for the ſecret to paſe : 

And a vent being given the fur y get ont. 

F cannot, I will not be vext any longer, 

While I rage I grow weak, and the Goddeſ grows ſtronger. 


She ſpeaks, 


If Hannibal to Zama tend, 

His valour $cipio (ſhall Commend. 

And near N. « on the Plain, 4 
There ſhall be Romans (lain. 

Thou with thy old -Ttalien Band. 

Shale put the ul to a ſtand, 


Sings. 


Hark, hark, the Drums rattle, 
Dub a dub to the Battle. 
Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too tattle, 
Now, now they come on, and pe/l mell they mingle. 
| What rufling and buſling :» 
And ſplinters of lances with broken Arms jingle, 
trappings, bright Bevers , Swords, Bucklers and Daggers, 
The ſtout man flies 0n, and the faint hearted ſtaggers. 


See the ſaddle girts 
4nd the Generall's 
But be rallies 


tour Fu be arts of his foes: 


Ceaſe Goddeſi,ceaſe, thy ſervant to tormerit, 
Myer acegen with Prophetick fury ſpertt 
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The ſtruggling fates within my boſom turn, * 
And heavenly fires my trembling heart ſtrings burn: 
When will thy Godhead let me-reſt, 
Too mighty for a mortal breaſt. 
Agla. Cumanato aperiod haſt : 
You ſhall have caſe w have done 
And ſweet refreſhing talt, 
Upon the Borders of the Moov. 


A Dance of Spirits. 


Cie. Lo, afar off the curſt Bythinian Band, 
A poyſon'd General rules upon the ſand. 
Gods,how he (wells ! how bloated is his look ? 
Dcath from the Pummel of his Sword he took. | Rarit; 

Han. Shall Rdmans fall by Cartheginian Swords, 

And Carthage ſinke > what mean theſe miſtick words ? 
A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell ; 

Or a white Witch withourthe ayd of hell. 

More I muſt know, ſpeak Rofalinda's doom, 

Let all the loſſes of a Battle come: 

May Scipio in the duſt our glory foyl, 

Wee'l bear the frowns of Xfars 1f Cupid (mile, 

Agla. Too curious mortal, ſeek nor what once known, 

May ſnatch your ſleep, and make you ever groan. 
Your fate crowds back, and w not come in View, 
+» Do not too far th' unwilling Gods purſue. 
Like one who raſhly dares give ſpirits chace, 
They fly a while to ſome dark ruin'd place. 
Through Caverns run, throngh Cloyſters dodge him round,” 
Or dance before him over Fairy ground.” 
Till urg'd too far, a face all pale and fad, 
Turns quick upon him, the fool runs mad.” 

Bom. Let's go my Lord, I am not ug'd to fear, 
And yet methinks1 dreadto tarry here: 

Mah. Heaps of the (lain I often have beheld, 
And with my Battle-ax, have hundreds fell'd. 
Yet here I'm ſhaken the objeRs too funeſt, 

I'd rather ſee a Javelin at my — 
2 


44. Sopbonisba, or 
Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs Armes I ſwear, 
We will nottiom o __ Cn al 
Till you have cleard my ugh every lar 7 
At NG dread call ſtart frym his flaming ſphere. | 
Though from her orbe cloſe mantled in a Cloud; 
The Moon ſlide down to wanderin this Wood, _ ; 
Though with your Charmes the $un diſſolve in blood, 
Fathom the depth of deſting below, 
And all the terroursof your Magick ſhowe. 
Aela. Beneath thoſe burd'ned branches ſtand, 
Safe trom the ſpirit I command. 
Ariſe, appear thou whom his ſoul does love, 
His heart with viſionary horrours move. 


Roſalinda riſes in @ Chaire pre with a wound on 


ber brea$t , two Cupids deſcend and bang weeping over 


ber. 


Han. Shall Roſalinda then untimely dye, 
"Tis falſe and all theſe damn'd deceivers ye. 
Faceing thy fate with my Sword drawn Tc (tad, 
Back'd with my Conquering old 7talian Band. 
With the ſame haughty fierceneſs ruſhing on, 
Which the Saguntines City thundred down. 
Like Troy's young Hero: 
Who while the World about him did admire, 
His father bore through night death, blood and fire. 
Spight of oppoſing hell and war's worſt harmes, 
So will I bear my love ipon my Armes. 
Bom. Tohorſe my Ladand! leave this curſed place, 
Lets go and inſtantly the Conſul face. 
Mah. No more in this damn'd ſorcereſs conhde, 
Permit my Sword her body todivide. 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 
And her black braines upon the Altar ſhed. 
Han. Wee'le go Maberbal with to morrow's dawn. 
On the vaſt plain our ſquadrons ſhall be drawn. 
Yet for ſome minutes , Battle (ball decline, 
Weelec ſec this Conſul e're our Bodics joyn. ' 
A 
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And if on equal terms a peace-may he, -- THE 
For Carthage ſake Ile court my Enemy. (071 Nuitv, 
Bom. Ts juſt you ſhould delibernover take; | 
With caution deal, and mannage the laſt tate. F 
Mah. Go 


At leaſt come off a ſave#if 
Han. But —— gd thy 34 

He to the managenien Lwordrio i ary ION 959) — A 

Alone the (cepter CES the world wo (way, 

Alone would rule the htaven and drive che. gay. 

Like that indulgent God Ile firſt adviſe, 

Show him the tracks through whick ambitioa flics. 

If deaf to all let himaſcend the Throne, 

Snatching at glories which muſt him down, 

=o © ann os in Gonkbgt yo 

$1 e Clouds hiliog r IT 

hed ig headlong bra lng Ber 1 Tit: (Exon, / 


Trebellius, Enter Scipio,meeting Lelins diſarmed, Vares.” 


Scip. Lelins revarn'd and (aid tell the Foent. % 

Lel. Too kno my Lan ERUINnge! 25.41 nl 
For c're (ome thouſand paces gor from hence, 2 #1 
I Maſſiniſ/a met that Prince. $94) 
Not as I us'd arm'd with 4 warriour's grace, 
Like Afers when thundring on the plaines io of Thrace 
But in a Chariot drawn by a White Stevds, | ro! 
Like ſoft Adonis driving t the meads. K2. 
And Sopheniirba leaning on mace's Pice 
Like VF "a with herein A em ontan ba. 

Scip. Are theſe his FR ſome new way we Au pond 


you mnt. - a 09500) 


rot E 


Lel. Soon as the Tyranf "4% | 
With Menaces he forc'd th 
Which entered ſtraights to the Palacy Bow,” | 
Forgetting all his vyowes he lov'd anews "ar: (7 * * 
The Conquer'd did the C —_— $129 31010 41) 
In ſhort, her tears and Won far! 1.21 ab 160) 
Inyiew of all the world he Ram | hon . £ et9g6baod 21H 


£6 Sophonisba , or 


8cip. Trebellixs go, this ſubtile Charmer bring 3 
Take all our to aſſiſt againſt the King. 
And ſay that we'l attend him in his Tent, 

But firſt expeCt the Queen be Priſoner ſent. 
Tell him ſhe is the Rowaws fo, and ſhall, 


A ſacrifice for blood of thouſands fall. [Exexnt ſeverslly. 


Enter King Maſiniſſa, Sophonisba: 


K. Maſ. Let tim Arm all his pow'r againſt this breaſt. 


What I have ſwormſballike thy vertue 
Ile hold thee tor me as my heart-ſtri | 
Thou foul of love, all chartning E ! 
Whoſeevery look drives troubles hence 
Does all the blefiings of the Gods Diſpence, 
Why doft thou wremble? let no ſawey fear, 
Make thy heart pant,or cauſe thee ſhed a tear. 
Soph. Alas my Lord [tex btttter 1 were dead, 
In my cold grave ſafe from theſotroubles laid, 
Rather ten thouſand Ragkslet me endure, ' | 
Then once be brought under the Kowgn power. 
"Tis true that you have deeply ſworn, you wou d:- 
Defend me- . | , | 
K. Maſ. To my heartslaſt of blogd. 
Or may I by ſome Coward he, 
And dogs and vultures tear me as Ice: 
The Tygreſs ws revenge uy NC roungs | 
'Midſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins rulk along. 
The Clown fo low. and-1 1 of ame, 

Will venture life to ſave his (warthy dame... | 
Thou ſofteſt bleſing, and the ecant good. 
u if 

Soph, I know not what the Gotrr pan nmns, 
Burt 'tis moſt certan I am near my end 

Not that deaths darkeſt horrour 1 can feaz, 

But Bondage is a load I cannot beat, . _ 


My heart unmov'd ſhall ſtand the wy From 
faſt. | 


K, Maſ. 
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p -; Af: Quit all thoſe pan rr iſturbrhy reſt, | 

n thy Melancholly on thi 5 
This heart is ever thine. | 

Soph. O my lov'd Lord, 
It you ſhou'd break—— but you will keep your word. 
Keep all your Oaths, yet Heaven and'/you know beſt, 
Some ſurfeit With their love as on a feaſt, 
And then they loath when once they 're fatiated, 
Bur youle remember me when I am dead. 
From thele dear eyes to endleſs ſhades remov'd, 
None e're willlove you fure,asI have lov'd. 


Enter Trebellius. 


Treb. Guards wait without-—My Lord, you muſtrefign, 
The Queen whom I have order to confine. 

K. Maſ. Touch her not for thy life, bur ſkraightretire, 
Sater thou mayſt with thunder play, kiſs fire. 
Grapple with death, a Peſtilence invade, 
With all his fatal Purple pomp array'd. 


Trebellius goes to ferze ne 
g Maſſiniffa kills bim. 


Treb, Cut off in my full growth, curſe ow your (trite, 
Todye thus when I bu had for hte. 
Juſt $cipio will revenge my death, beware, 
I feel I'm going,though I know not where. [ Dies. - 
K. Maſ. Nought but thy blood cou'd waſh thy guilt away, 
Who durſt the rancour of th heart diſplay. 
And fully with rude hands the gong mo 
That _—_ ever drew, — _ 
Imm , now no y'sm 
Yet (till a King we Rl cended dye. 
Like a brave Merchant: | 
Who when his long toſ#'d loaded Veſlel hits. 
Againſt ſome Rock, and with loud, hoxrour ſplits. | 
Firſt one Casket which does all contain, _ .. ; 2] 
Then tearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Mainz |: . - 


R__ 


48  "Sophonisba, or 
So 1 with thee, my ay weatth, cp el my _ 
Amid(t the numerous 


The noiſe comes pear ſafe, retire _ _ 
Glory and love ſhall teach us what to'do. [ Exennt. 


Emer Scipio, Lelivs, Varro,Guard;. 


Lel. TrebellinsfMla 
Shame to our A 


—— ina woman's cauſe, 


to honour's Laws. 
What flames of miſe miſchiete from this _ might riſe, 
"Tis bop with rigour you his Proſe 
Yet Maſſini —_—— thou ſhalt dearly buy, 
Thy ll gotlove and 
Curle on in wanton wayes, ib Gas, 
By Mars ſhe is a vidim to our Arms, 


K. Maſs. meets bim. 


I nant or mremgrn Ly her ip 
great Scipio frowns, great dangers nigh 
The wy" els done in defence, 


Of beaut wrong'd, and helpleſs Innocence. 

Scip. Where i that fair ani fled, 
Er'e to extreamelt rigour we procee 
I ftriftly charge thee bring her forth to blecd. 
Or on ——_— on I will vengeance take, 

x 2ef. Wk greedy joy! —— pn ep 4 
greedy joy F offer yoy my h 

ifby xs folio inlined with,” 

Scip. Yo all not for her lake have leave to dy, 
Nor will I give her life of ; 
For Rome , nor for your GlieGivk was wag'd, 
You only as a voluntier engag'd. 
Therefore whatever Towns or p4hettp fall, 
Into our hands, t 

K. a6 Thc ta rem erty 
For IIS 


But to preſerve a ſacred 
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From their bright Thrarts' perhaps the 3 Llor 

And range themſelves in bdtzle/on my fade, '” ut dg ; 95vE dy 1 

Beneath a Cauſe © EINE 2X rger: 90 ew IK .o 

L and the Gods will fight it-with you all, -: 
Scip. Thou deem thy lod an Adi 

Death ought to this feaves; eh y, $2071 rm lis ©2112 

With me con dr 9YTomol ov, 

Yet I will pity (howy — hood? + Lk 00? le al 
K. Mu. Ingloriogly, you made;-:0/! 1 1 

That breaſt my tim'rows aca 4 fd panes; nh | 
My heart though promgwnd'by bor powerful charms, | 

Fainted before the of my Arms, - '+ | 

Nor ſhall you yet my ſouls Jov'd treafee reach, 

My body thus dams up the narrow breach, 

And he who dares —— 

Raſhly on this forbidden Earth toaread, | 


11 Graſpe kis ſoul, [1{purn him dead. | 


s 46, 


em adgood, = 


Trumpets within, enter Meade | | 


ſe Tra as 
fond? ail 


= 


Scip- What means this ul noiſe, w 
With ſolemn horrour does my thoughts: 
Men. O ſacred Sir... ' I needs 1 wy wh 
Scip. What Souldier, all in tears? po ge 
Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe mourner now appeats; on” 
The Prince AMaſſans lain, (ee blaſted there, | 
The bopes you lov'd the —_ the war, + 
That = pwr ive who ———_ 
He to he Geraberh bin ian Md wait. "lod -$5/T,1512 eve. 
Where Hannibal of s beauty \moI 


onibno' 917 res? 


"Toy mor: 12d T 


thought) a & L odlr Nis AW 

A ponyard from his Robe upraagk 4, nia I} OL 3: WWD A 

And to his heart the deadly weaponiingc Ser nw buoD ah 
Grip. Behold, of furious love the dire Event. 


Yet Maſſiniſſa wilt — _ 


Fo «it 1 Suphonicba, or - 


TY”; as ever man ate? $2 tat fn 
Yet will I not 


lan, 


_ _ _ praiſe thy veltiamt ppm 
y pile of honow# this right hand s: 
Why doſt thou weep? WOT 

K. Maſ. Becauſe I dare not yield; | 
No Sir, my love I never ean berray, © + - 
Though you have touch'd mein the nobleſt iya y. 
Scip. Can'ſt thou both promiſes and threats refuſe ? 


K. Afaſ. Death, and what's worſe you only bid me chuſe. 


Scip. Bring forth thy love and life, thon enjoy, 
L. Myp Is thata life your ns eaſy” | 

Turn all your Javelins points | 

But letienotof love edi eſt. . 
8cip. MuſtI whocan-Command thus vainly ſue. 
X. Maſ: My ſtubborn heart death only can fubdae. 
8cip» Then take that death'which you ſb little dtead. 


Emer Sophonicba. 
Soph. Stay, Tirant firſtthon ſhak [irike me dead 5 
Ce nd he hens feed eipap mepbeth 
And fix my jEANt 1) x ©"ACIRC) CLF 01 


heart upon thy 


vt 


Hanmbgl s Overebiow. 


O heavens! he durſt attempt, what hall |bfapy!| > 
What words hi 


Two King yontare 

your pride you ſhall to Rowe be led, 

7 - for all Wuchcrafts looſe your head. 
Soph. On with 1 edwotcemcrach purſue, 

Enjoy thy bloody wiſhes Thames do, 

Barbarian, for in Rowe thou wert not born, 

By ſuch a wretch her glories are not worn. 

Unleh when dreſs'd up to be facrific'd 

money pw na: Ly pr i BY 


Gorge thy (elf, Saturn, make my fleſh th 
For hn far thou arr nope are blood. 
K. Maf. All will be well fair rote, 


ny” not freſh fewel to the dying fire. 
b. To you and heaven my heart maſt ever bow, 
al with _ now. 


with ho 
ar plery aid oe would wighe ſeize. ROY 


Yet on your promiſe that ſhe bao 
—O__ A know. 
e will permit her in your Tent, t' remain, 
But oh my friend break this i | 
Contrive ſore means to keep your faith with me, — 
And ſet your heart from that curſt free. [Ex#. 
K. O rigid honour muſt we ſeparate th-1i} AI 
Looſe all the ſweers of life to purchaſe pain. Aves Apa 
Meg. lf\he were dead your gloty were | 
K. Maf. Barcoul then wet endure —_— 
Withour her live? it'sfaral to refuſe, 
And glory ruines me iflove I chaſe. EN SIOUSVTLL 6 
What help Accatnder ? IMG « 26 Va rr far PL 2W. 
y < [U6Y a pn hs -rany$ | bi Ms, 


A 
. 


Maſ. Like one o bl your wr njves, nave, 

To Jn Rock, and there more wretched lives. 

Halfe famiſh'd on the eagged fliat he ſtands, 

Viewing with watry Eyes thediſtant r [0-4 crorl'ts 
And paſt his call, min w on the lands. nil wat 
With ſighs he Gvclls the wind, and looking round, wt 
mm 6x a6 be ſtarv'd or drown'd. [ Ex euuts 


"1 Thi bind of ie Forh: ACT. 


th. 


FLT.:..x © roi T: 


Hanmbal and Scipio, 


Man. Rt thouthe Chict whom men fam'd 8cipio call ? 
Scip..Art thou the much more tamous Hannibal? 

Her. Since by our partial fate it is ordain'd ; 

That I who have ſich dreadful Battles gain'd. 

That torrent like which from ſome Mountain falls, 

Ran from the, Cloudy Alps to Rames proud Walls. 

Shou'd now at laſt for peace inglorious ſue, 

I thank the Gods that they have choſen you, 


arthage Rempa 311 
What ſayſt thou Scipio, is it 
Wee ge you 1,2. ul repaury |; 

you Plats Renhale, She n#, I L 
tad has - — 7 
Italy en 


- 


Fog 5 Dveeblew 
And g 
Barlong 


or 
ee each 
not at Scepters which may turh —_ 

To Day is yours , to morrow is the Gods: 

Scip. That your late landing upon Lepro+ Coaſt, L 3/7704 GE 
Reſtor'd thoſe hopes whith drooping Cvvbags Io" Mano UA 
All muſt confeſs, we know/youarethat'many i101: [Forts 21 
Whoſe glory to the utmoſt Thale ran. PIO 
Born m a Winters Camp , un Bartles bread, 
Whallt yet a Stripling dueſtan Army head. 

hoſe very name could make the Kamen; mourn, 
And forc'd dread groans from every hollow urn. 
The boldeſt Senators todroop, 
Yet when all fainted I {tood up. 
And fac'd that ſtorm which threatned from afar, 
Shot warmth, and roſe upon 'em like a Star, 
To Africk came and in few months retriev'd, 
All that your Armesfor _ years atchiev'd; 
Peace refuſe, unleſs Er more, 
Yougive naught et = whos was ours before. 
Since all the neighbour Kings qur aRiqns eye, 
It reſts at Jaſt we ſhould,our tortuac try ; 
Let one victorious be, the other dye. 

Har. Gods, that the glorious, Honwbet (bould bow! 
To be refus'd— Jt ſhall be battle now, 
Forgerful Hero, couldſt thou, court the ſon 1 ©; 103 26 | 
Twice, by whoſe force his wn js OG ne) »:.i fe 36 V7 
Scipiothou mayſt too late wen Ot thy prde;..., . _ .A1 
And vainly in thy death this chide... . | 
On Fabizs think; Rowe ſhield, CEOTSS! from harmy,... 
Her (word Afercellus broken b OEMS BG Now hun 2101 
Remember great Ewilins (lain by, me, 1... ,' Y t —_ 
And then think laſt what may thy, facrtutie be-. | 


Er'e yet the day be done : 
Me rrard goar wi wee] drownbe ego g TOI 
Serp, 


ſhall ſer in Roman bl 


 Sapbozrsba, or © 
vel: Prapere > HIS, , thy laſt alarms. 
we ſhall meet, to arms, to arms, ,, ns: 


Enter Roſaliada in man's Apparel... 


Roſ. Thus dreft, and wich chlo wer dhe weogen dlewiy, 
What hinders but an Army, I lead on. 
Oh cruel nature why didſt thou diſgrace, 
$0 brave a Spirit a Female face. 
yan He we ere, 
| Be chang'd intothe Lordly creature man. 
However, ut 1 ph mind, bf 
Whoſe tion t things delign' 
n=. chaſe, if > ney ns 
Andif he falls, then Roſalinda bleeds. 


Alarms, enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. Both wings are loſt, Sx 
Tie py rae bory 
or t Ke Goa ntind, 


wan ures omg oye me Fe: 
As hurricans toſs ſhowers, and ſcatter 
=: amply on tht amen 
tramples on mercenary 
_ the ficld avoyd his ſtrok, 
i 2 


- 


Doves before a Hawke. 
. Your valiant old Italian Troops ſtand faſt, 
Refolvidto fight your Battle to the laſt, 


En = kn 


and Trierij this way comes, 
- Auſficions Javerthou that caſt x're while 
Han. A e're 
Favour our cauſe, and on our Carthage ſmile, 
our Arms this bloody dreadful day, 
And Hentibal (hall the foundation lay 
Offuch a T to thy name, 
As n'cre was found the records of fame. _ "a was | 
las. » bf L 
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Enter K. Maſſinilſa, Leluis, 


K, Maſ. Their has wing'd the Comards let em fly, 
Nor tho be fact ——q hp ie. 
"Tis time we tothe Conſul 
Rejornocur fronagt ended 


OT of Hannibal end Scipio figbting, tbe Conſul 
ives ground : Enter K. Mat nf. and bear Hits. off. 


Scip. Gods, what valoor have you ſent, 
a rewards are y to preſent ! 
watts wiftned fortuncs wheel, 
Turn'd with th af a did the vahancreel ? 

Ll. Aewhen ome diltang lives hnwn an Oals 
We (ce his Arm rais'd for a fecand ſtraak, 
Er'e the firſt blow's report canreach our eat, 
So flagged our (en(e , nor could it reachtum there, 

Scip. Th' Italian Troops ſhrunk from his Marſhal fire, > 
But Hamnibel himſelf did haſt retire. 

All Lyen-like. 
Whom a bold band har qa found; = 


And dar'd cent een 36s on his e 

Laſhing his —_ up the groune 

With trouble from th 

Majeſtick ſtalks, 8 paar nod go, 


boltgm thy gene BY wang the 
Proud in his loſs, and king fom bis al 


Enter Souldiers rhiemiftang, Rofalinds falls. 

Ro. Heaven thou haſt done thy « phary Ka kalarura 
Bold with my overthrow, [ brave thy 
And ſhake rl Glaſs that at holds m3 
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Fromme loſt hou heard, be gront, ane 
The brave ſhould bleed for aan 


Exter Hannibal, Maherbal , Bomilcar. 
Han. Carthage is loſt,and. Hannibal or echrown, 


What is there left that owe docs by conquc d---11c2 190 
The 


world, Rome does | 

Yet ſpighe of face our length of — + ini 
Thus vanquiſh'd glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave, ' 

Bom. Hold General the Gods yout ; doe OY 
: Vengeance is due, firſt let falſe Harno bleed, "2 
Who cut the wings of cill ſhe fell, 

Mah. By me he ſhall be h ſent to hell, 
| Where Ficads for Treaſon kitidle fire: M2 0OM 
Then let the famous Hamnibal expire. 

Roſ. Sure I the name of Henribal did hear, 
Maberbal, tell me, is the General there * © 

Mih, A | view well this wounded fair - 
- Sure in your Capuan $Thave ſeen,” 
The ſame Majeſtick Air , and charming meen. 


Han. Ha! thou haſt rows'd a thought that wracks me mote, 


od all the loſſes T in Battle bore. 
Either I dr after mm + 
Md T7 
Roſ. Where do ory 00 reſt? 0 Hamribal ! 
Han. What art that, doft upon the wretched call? '' © - 
Ro: One that's more wretched and more raſh then thou, 
That wou'd to fate, and not to Scipio bow. 
Diſguis'd and dying Roſalinda ſee, 
Who in death a 
That ACC. 
Han. COPS... 


Too mueTind all thy | x 46 
The Gods have given a do < IR} prog oy 
Wou'd I had bravel Fla I eh gs 3 

Stretch'd in the lo 1 ( us es 
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Roſ. Is it b hard our'wiſhes to'obtain? © lo bor X 
Sad hearts with bleeding looſe bve's wil pain. {4 
Han. O dying fair look up, revive a | O75 


With one ſhort joy eternal care beguile. m 

The ſetting ſun all curtain'd romd with might, - tar ger" 

At his departure Eres yn leq EL ET" ea" 
Roſ” Flow faſter blood, Tt wilfnot be? fear,” 1 

The wound's {6 (mall, death eriter Here, _ _ 


But ſhall I ſtay behind whert hodvary fled3l' © 
Har Live, and Ile raiſe tharhonqur from the dead.” 
Roſ. Renown runsonlike tine Hit frere rurns hack. 
Han. Then we that{wift x will overtake : 

Wee'l haſt where glory baits to'every hold, 

And mount new fame till we ourſtrip the old.. 

Roſe Dear Hannibal, alas I with I cou'd - 

But 'twill not be, life trembling takes the flood, 

Tull well nigh ſwallowed in wavesof blood, 

The Roman glory ſhines too faral bright,” 

And with it's gathering luſtre dims my fight, 

. Eternally adien my body take, 

Chalte andentireI kept ir for your ſakes | 

'Tis the laſt preſent that Inow canmake. * © © Fajeg 
Han. For ever , all her ſiveee ftock vf breath, 

Spent inone ligh, the riot of rich | 

Now by Arms the Gadstoo partial are, 

Or elſe they envy'd my full trade of War. 

Which cou'd ſovaſta ſtate'of beaury buy, 

As far (i dthe Mannors of their sky. 

Dead Roſalinda. — 

Bom. Raiſe you from the ground, 

And let not love your vertue's force confound, , _.. 

ks omg near an, as bon Cons "TRY 


: 


Burjed in thoughe, and deafto honour's call, ) 6, 34007 
Your agtrnryr s s  ym r [1 DK If 
Har. Maberbal no, aſtoniſh'd thou ſhakkbey » | 144 004009 110 


We dare be brave in ſpight of deſtiny. 
I 


A Sophomsba, or 


rob'd of all the - 447 njncd+yrg 


Foot 


To this Nil haughey beat ach fre up canh 
yada yh" «pe 
The worldin Armkad reach iuapobey, 
But I am wr rp intoa ſtorm. 


6% #4 : a 
Bow. Your 


* 


treſs body hence we will convey, 
And in ſome hallowed Yault her rehcks lay. 

Mah. Like Pilgrims once a year wee'l 
And on her Urne {ad yiew C throw 3, 
And all our ſtock of tears and ſighs W. 

Han. Forever bri of thy kind farewel, 
Who wert too worthy, therefore carly fell. 
As the y Phoenix does in. ſacred myrhe, 
His fathers duſt to the ſun's Temple bear. 
So in fames houſes ſhalt thou honour'd be, 
And every God ſhall have a grain of thee. 

Mah. Since glory with her laſt breath ſhe profeſt, 
May wilh'd Demmion widen all your breaſt. 

' Han. Haſt, haſt Meberbal, and freſh levies make, 
Honour that did but now calm (lumbers take - 
Shall like the Ocean in a- Tempeſt wake. | 
Wee'l pals new Alpes, new Conſuls overthrow, 
To Rome with far more ful Armies go, 
Forcing the 4 and Emilian way, 
To the Swhurre wee purſue the fray. 
Sits in the Capitol with Gods cnthroan'd. 

_ Scipio, K.. Mallinila, Lelius, <c. 

8cip. 1 grieve brave Prinee {© often to deny, | 
CG nSngTens 

K, Mafſ. 1 know ſhe muſt, fyou will have'it (6, 
But pardon may be granted to a fo. - 
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Owe der hen INIETY | 
At your laſt hour, when aug flows 

Scip. Learn to ack youſhalt not want, 
This is a curſe which I can never grant. 
Like one who ina — 
And begs for water if he 
pr pin bpeerg thwart ena 4? 
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: 
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By all that's below,or bleſtabgve. * 
| Let not at lat my well taught | fk 
Break notthe heare which you hitve '4 up. 
Oh s —————— yers, 
To de ting gs, an —_ 
No other as valour's 
Forall that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. 
Lo at your knees, behold a Monarch fall. 
Yer more your fiend, and then have fd ll 
Scip. Let not your paſhon Roya (ang. rn 
Riſe valiant Prince, I've thought of what you ſaid. 
And as your triend my _— keep, 
Mourn your Misforrunes, and hke can Weep. 
Curſe Reman Tyrany, and wiſh wy were. 
yy oO 
eng 4 > eager] 
Scip. AM ejense Tay, 
You only what friendſhip bid me ſay- 
But as Home's Conſul and the Lord of power, 
I now command you never Ly airing 
Unleſs the view to her may fatal be, 
Thi amy ltimmable dee, 
K. Maf. Is 
Flier then hos 


4 prycome na thi, PRE? 
wreath) 


Haretforths mk accurſed cauſe. 
Stary her 
My Giri loſe Ea 


blood, Þ 117 Ws . 4 
$f 1G <1 THOU) aff ©" 5 oT Ni 
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Fought 'till I made of bodies round 43 ; 


30 nark'd with that 1 appear'd one wound, 

Ter rely duet Cogiabanghr grants 

Think no more on't her memory forget. 

x Maſ. Cut me to Aroms, tear my ſoul out , yet, 
You ul the for of geplont | 


XK Atfe 8 IT taps 
power obey, 


I've done my 
The "al ie, ons Rigs word hall 
She a vidtim for the E mpire tall. 
How am I now? 
Scip. For Sophonisba's luis, 
ow Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs. 
—_—_— late Gallantry at Zama ſhown, 
Kin Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
Saluts you King, now all your gricts defy ; 
Thus we embrace thee as our brave allic. 
Give your truce, thus prais'd, and thus adorn'd ; 
Let all the beauties of the Earth be (corn'd, Exit. 
K. Maſ. Scorn'd be your glory more, and Roma pride, | 
While I in winding-ſbeets embrace my Bride. 
For 'tis decreed that we muſt never part, 
Wee'] be one ſpirit as wee're now ane heart, 
Traverſe the Chambers bf he! Sky, 
Born on a Cloud in view of fate 1 ' 
And preſs her ſoul while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
Men. I —_ if you would hear. 


K. Me lay 

Men. LEI er-6) 

K. Maſ. And fuck hat ſhall Ido; * 
Inſtruſt me to be y falſe 

An. The Queen muſt die. 


K. Maſ. Ha muſt? no 
_ Mens, She tothe Gods, is given 07 Roman power. 


K. Mal. 
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K- Maſ. Neither, ſhe ſhall not die, nor ſhall ſhe live, 
The Romans ſlave; Te give her a reprieve. 
Aen. But how ? | 
K. Meſ. Why thus, Ne kill my (elf, Kill rhee, 
Rome, Carthage, all the world, and then ſhe ſhall live free, 
Men. Glory or beauty 'tis ordained you loſe ; 
K. Meſ, O Rome! Oh Heaven! both equally my foes: 
Was ever heart thus miſerably torn, 
Were ever woes like mine fo calmly 
From the Contagion of my troubles take, 
As much as AT —— a winter make. 
Freeze the hot ofa Crown'd Conquerour z 
Damp the wiſh'd joyes of a young Bridal pair, ( 
Yer then I ſhall have more themman-can bear. ) 
Afen. When vertue thus oppref8'd, mankind does (ee, - 
What fearful dreaming too! will pious be. 
Martyrs no more Racks or Fw combes, 
Nor dying wit, life, but to on defire, 
To murder Prieſts, and Temples (et on fire: + 
K. Maſ. Why, why, ye Immortal Gods is all this care. 
Why do you drive your Creatures to deſpair ? 
Had | upon my Throne (at King of fears, 
The Orphan wrong'd , or drunk the Widows tears. 
Had I brav'd Heaven by ſome outragious ſin, ” 
For theſe atfliftions rhere had reaſon bin. 
But 'tis all well, 1no injuſtice have; 
The Gods but take the being which they gave. 
Menander haſt two bowler with poyſor fit, © | 
And when 1 call, like farecome” forth and kill. 
Men. 'Tis a dread Ueed try which you urge my hand. 
K Maf. It's glorious tov : dilÞute not my command. 
Men. Tiengt preſume to faxhom your deep thought, 
But ſtraight your Wilt ſhall by your flave be wrought. * 
K. Maſ: Love and ambition have their utmoſt done,” 
"Twas love allur'd, ambition led me on. | 
Like a raſh Boy, who a Mountain Climbs, ' 
Big with brave thoughts of reaching Heaven berimes. g 
mn | 


he makes. 


Buc 
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But having reach 'dthe top he veiws aloot, 

The fancied Heaven, and all the painted roof 

So did ambition draw me with a wile, 

And fleeting love my towering hopes beguile. [Exit. 


; Maſſiniſſs here, 

Shou'd he be (lain, Mo with reaſon fear. 

Moſt loſt of women, deſperate, undone, 

' What couldſt thou do? what Gods would thou attone ? 
Abhorr'd thou muſt to Rome repair, 

And all the cruelties of bear, 

No Sophonisba think what thou haſt bin, 

The Miſtriſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 

If thou muſt fall bravely,refign thy breath, 

And be above the Rowan: in thy death. 


Enter King Maſſinifla. 


Oh my lov'd Lord, are you then come at laſt? 
Are you alive ? and do I hold you faſt ? 
K. Meſ. Beſt of thy ſex, and dearer then my life, 
_—_— Glorious Emperours envy t 
art Re CON TON 
= ay io 1006 pom mgs—a4es 
a 


view, to and out. 
Tormenns of bel, and Rack of dfvny, 
Thou oh that I hve to ſpeak it, die. 

s ſound! we ſhall not then to Kewe be led, 
But ſolemn Triumphs have in | 
This bdrm ay nan or <_ Fe, 
As when the warour his lov d Trumpet hears. 
His Martial blood begins to warm apace z 
And boyles and fluſhes in his kindling face, &. 1, 1... -.,. 
And much he longs to ſtrivein Glorics.race, 41 , - > ly 
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in, my Guard and (ure Defence, 
It bears a mighty ſound and mighty ſenſe. 

K. Maſ. O keep thee there now while thy vertues glow, 
And dart divinity: Ile give the blow. 
Come forth Aewander with thoſe fatal bowls, 
Whoſe Juice though it the body's force Controlls, 
Revives the mind, and (lakes the thirſt of fouls. 


Enter Menander ##th two Bowls. 


Give me the draught. 
Soph. What means my Royal love ? 
K. Maf. By your bright (elf, by all the powers above, 
Is my ſoul ſhall move. 
Todie with thee and thy dear honour fave ; 
Whar cou'd th' ambitious have, 
"Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 


Speak death 


Not but that in the ies of breath, 
I tremble when think npon thy death. 
Soph.” Thon beſt of men whole fame where cr'e it flyes, 


draw up bleeding hearts and weepmg'E yes. 
Let not your ſoul tremble forme, forl 
Can fear no torment but to ke you die, 
K. Maſ. Then cheerfully ler's go, here's to my love, 
And to our ng with the blett above. 
Soph. Give me the bowl, mark if my hand does ſhake, 
Or the freſh ſpringing blaod my Checks forſake, 
Undanted to my lips, the draught Lift, © ' 
'Tis tomy Lord, this is [is Nupnal gui | drinks. 
K. Maf. Menander, faithful, confident, farewell, 
Haſt, and our ſtory to the Conſul tell. 
On thy allegiance go withour reply, 
Thou ſhould'ſt rejoyce to ſee me bravely dic. [Exit Men; 
How fares my only love 2 My firſt laſt dear, 
The ſweets of thouſand ſpringsare blowing here, 
Allin thy 7 ge 
Soph. give your kindneſs o're, 
Or we ſhall live and feel the Rowan power. 
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Me thought death touch'd me with a Chilling pain, 
But your warm kiſſes ſhot through every vein. 
A kinder heat, and kindled life again. 
K. atef. Thus le us launch into eternity.. | 
Sink in 's Bottomleſs and boundlcſs ſea. - 
Like drowning friends link'din Embraces faſt, 
tm |, each other caſt. nice vb 
8 t could life or Empire give hke this 
K. Maſ. Thy loveis Empire and eternal blig.- 
Soph, I go, where ſhall we meet ? | 
K. Maf. Gods can tell. 
Heaven's peace, and golden flumbers with thee. dwell 


Emter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 


Men. See theregreat ir, the effects of raſh Doom, 
The victims you — offered. up to Rome. Kool 
Lel. What cruel eyes could pity bere refrain, 
_— ſuch Royal loversflain. 
Seip. Thele unexpetted objects ſo amaze, 
—_eIrwats neg 7 
Since thou moſt great and y Prince art dead, 
War's marches Scipio ſhall no longer tread. 
With Carthage wee! i conclud, 
Which hadſt thou liv'id our Arms might have ſubdu'd. 
To Rome our Drooping then ſhall ſteer, 
Where after tireſome honours wee'l repair, 
To ſome ſmall vi Lelins thou, I, 
And ſtudy not to bve , but how to die. 


F1MN1S. 


[dies | 


